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cJhe  QJorest  of  the  South 


of  he  Captive 


e  were  up  long  before  day 
and  were  loading  the  horses  at  first  dawn  streak.  Even  then  Tom 
didn't  want  to  go. 

"This  ginseng  don't  have  to  get  to  the  station,"  he  said,  "and 
as  for  the  money  it'll  bring,  we  can  get  along  without  that." 

"We've  been  without  salt  for  three  weeks  now,"  I  told  him. 

"There's  worse  things  than  doing  without  salt,"  Tom  said. 

I  knew  if  he  got  to  studying  about  it  he  wouldn't  go  and  I  was 
bound  he  should  make  the  trip,  Indians  or  no  Indians.  I  slapped 
the  lead  horse  on  the  rump.  "Go  along,"  I  said.  "I'd  as  soon  be 
scalped  now  and  have  done  with  it  as  keep  on  thinking  about  it 
all  the  time." 

Tom  rode  off  without  saying  anything  more,  and  I  went  on  in 
the  house  and  set  about  my  morning  work.  The  children  were  all 
stirring  by  that  time.  Joe  felt  mighty  big  to  be  the  only  man  on 
the  place.  He  was  telling  them  what  he'd  do  if  Indians  came. 

"You'd  better  hush  that  up,"  I  said.  "Can't  you  get  your  mind 
off  Indians  a  minute  ?" 

All  that  morning,  though,  I  was  thinking  about  what  Tom  had 
said  and  wishing  he  hadn't  had  to  go.  It  seemed  like  I  was  riding 
with  him  most  of  the  day. 

"Now  he's  at  West  Fork,"  I'd  say  to  myself,  and  then  after  I'd 
done  some  more  chores,  "He'll  be  about  at  the  crossroads  now  or 
maybe  Sayler's  Tavern."  I  knew,  though,  it  wasn't  much  use  to 
be  following  him  that  way  in  my  mind.  It'd  be  good  dark  before 
he  could  get  home,  and  my  thinking  about  it  wouldn't  hurry  him. 

It  was  around  ten  o'clock  that  I  heard  the  first  owl  hooting. 
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Over  on  the  mountain,  it  seemed.  Joe  was  in  the  yard  feeding  the 
chickens  and  he  stopped  stock  still  and  threw  his  head  back. 

"You  hear  that,  Mammy?"  he  asked. 

I  knew  then  that  there  must  be  something  wrong  with  the  call, 
or  a  boy  like  Joe  wouldn't  have  noticed  it. 

I  spoke  up  sharp,  though.  "I  heard  it,"  I  said,  "and  I  could 
hear  a  heap  of  other  things  if  I  had  time  to  stand  around  with 
my  ears  open.  How  long  you  reckon  it's  going  to  take  you  to  get 
those  chickens  fed?" 

We  both  went  on  about  our  business  without  more  talk,  but 
all  the  time  I  was  saying  to  myself  that  if  I  could  get  through  this 
and  see  Tom  Wiley  riding  in  at  the  gate  one  more  time  I'd  be 
content  to  bide  without  salt  the  rest  of  my  natural  life.  I  knew 
it  wouldn't  do  to  let  down  before  the  children,  though,  and  I  kept 
them  busy  doing  one  thing  and  another  till  dinner  time.  It  began 
to  rain  while  we  were  eating  and  it  rained  a  long  time.  After  it 
stopped  raining  the  fog  settled  down,  so  thick  you  could  hardly 
see  your  hand  before  you.  And  all  the  time  the  owls  were  calling. 
Calling  back  and  forth  from  one  mountain  to  another.  My  littlest 
girl,  Martha,  got  scared,  so  I  made  all  the  children  stay  in  the 
house  and  play  by  the  fire  whilst  I  started  in  on  a  piece  of  cloth 
I'd  had  in  the  loom  a  long  time  and  never  could  seem  to  finish. 
I'd  put  a  stripe  through  it  and  I  was  going  to  dye  it  red  and  make 
both  the  girls  a  dress  out  of  that  piece  before  the  winter  set  in. 

By  that  time  the  fog  had  risen  as  high  as  the  top  of  the  ridges 
and  the  whole  house  was  swallowed  up  in  it.  The  children  kept 
teasing,  saying  it  was  good  dark  now  and  couldn't  they  have  a 
candle. 

"Yes,"  I  said,  "we're  here  all  by  ourselves  and  you  want  to 
go  lighting  candles,  so  they  can't  help  finding  the  house." 

One  of  the  girls  got  to  crying.  "Who's  coming?"  she  said. 
"Mammy,  who  you  think's  coming?" 

I  saw  I'd  got  them  stirred  up  and  I'd  have  to  settle  them,  for 
I  couldn't  stand  to  be  worrying  like  I  was  and  have  the  children 
crying.  I  gave  them  all  a  lump  of  sugar  around  and  got  them 
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started  on  a  play-party.  I  made  out  that  I  had  the  headache  and 
if  they  were  going  to  sing  they'd  have  to  sing  low.  It  was  "Hog 
Drovers"  they  were  playing. 

"Hog-drovers,  hog-drovers,  hog-drovers  we  air, 
A-courtin'  your  daughter  so  sweet  and  so  fair. 
Kin  we  git  lodgin'  here,  O  here, 
Kin  we  git  lodgin5  here?" 

I  got  them  started  to  frolicking  and  went  back  to  my  work. 
But  I  couldn't  get  my  mind  off  something  a  man  said  to  me  once 
when  we  were  out  hunting  on  the  Hurricane,  and  I  made  him 
to  go  right  in  on  a  bear  without  waiting  for  the  other  menfolks 
to  come  up. 

"You're  brash,  Jinny,"  he  said,  "and  you  always  been  lucky, 
but  one  of  these  times  you  going  to  be  too  brash." 

Sitting  there  listening  to  them  owls  calling,  and  wondering 
how  much  longer  it  would  be  before  Tom  got  home,  I  got  to 
thinking  that  maybe  this  was  the  time  I  was  too  brash.  For  I 
knew  well  there  wasn't  another  woman  in  the  settlements  would 
have  undertaken  to  stay  on  that  place  all  day  with  nothing  but 
a  parcel  of  children.  Still,  I  said  to  myself,  it's  done  now  and 
there's  no  undoing  it.  And  the  first  thing  I  know,  Tom  will  be 
back,  and  tomorrow  morning  it'll  fair  up,  and  I'll  be  thinking 
what  a  goose  I  was  to  get  scared  over  nothing. 

The  children  were  still  singing : 

"Oh,  this  is  my  daughter  that  sets  by  my  lap. 
No  pig-stealing  drover  kin  git  her  from  Pap. 
You  can't  git  lodgin'  here,  O  here, 
You  can't  git  lodgin'  here." 

I  got  up  and  looked  out  of  the  window.  It  seemed  to  me  that 
the  fog  was  lifting  a  little.  A  man  was  coming  up  the  path.  I 
knew  it  was  a  white  man  by  the  walk,  but  I  didn't  know  it  was 
John  Borders  till  he  stepped  up  to  the  door. 

The  first  thing  he  asked  was  where  was  Tom. 
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"Gone  to  the  station  with  a  load  of  ginseng,"  I  told  him.  "I'm 
looking  for  him  back  now  any  minute." 

He  stood  there  looking  off  towards  the  mountain.  "How  long 
them  owls  been  calling?"  he  asked. 

"Off  and  on  all  evening,"  I  said,  "but  owls'll  hoot,  dark  days 
like  this." 

"Yes,"  he  said,  "and  some  owls'll  holler  like  wolves  and  gobble 
like  turkeys  and  every  other  kind  of  varmint.  Jinny,  you  better 
git  them  children  and  come  over  to  our  house.  Ain't  no  telling 
when  Tom'll  be  back." 

Just  then  an  owl  hooted  and  another  one  answered  him  from 
somewhere  on  top  of  the  ridge.  We  both  listened  hard.  It  sounded 
like  a  real  owl  calling  to  his  mate,  but  I  was  good  and  scared  by 
that  time  and  I  thought  I'd  best  go  over  to  the  Borderses'.  It  was 
my  judgment,  though,  that  there  wasn't  any  hurry.  Indians  hardly 
ever  come  round  before  nightfall. 

I  told  John  that  if  he'd  wait  till  I'd  fastened  up  the  stock  I'd  go 
back  with  him.  He  said  that  while  I  was  doing  that  he'd  walk  out 
in  the  woods  a  little  way.  He'd  been  looking  all  day  for  some 
strayed  sheep  and  hadn't  found  trace  of  them,  but  he  thought  they 
might  be  herded  up  in  that  gully  by  the  spring.  He  went  off 
down  the  path  and  I  fastened  the  front  door  and  went  out  the 
back  way.  I  didn't  fasten  the  back  door,  but  I  kept  my  eye  on  it 
all  the  time  I  was  worrying  with  the  cattle.  Joe  was  along  helping 
me.  The  cow  was  standing  there  at  the  pen ;  so  I  stopped  and 
milked  her  while  Joe  went  up  in  the  triangle  to  look  for  the  heifer. 
He  found  her  and  brought  her  up  to  the  cowpen  just  as  I  finished 
milking.  We  fastened  both  cows  up  in  the  stable  and  Joe  went 
over  and  saw  that  all  the  chickens  were  up  and  fastened  the  door 
on  them.  Then  we  started  back  to  the  house  with  the  milk. 

We  were  halfway  up  the  path  when  we  heard  the  Indians 
holler.  We  started  for  the  house  on  a  dead  run.  I  could  see  Indians 
in  the  yard,  and  one  Indian  was  coming  around  the  house  to 
the  back  door.  I  ran  faster  and  slipped  in  the  door  ahead  of  him. 
Joe  was  right  behind  me.  The  room  was  so  full  of  Indians  that  at 
first  I  couldn't  see  any  of  my  children.  The  Indians  was  dancing 
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around  and  hollering  and  hacking  with  their  tomahawks.  I  heard 
one  of  the  children  screaming  but  I  didn't  know  which  one  it  was. 
An  Indian  caught  me  around  the  waist  but  I  got  away  from  him. 
I  thought,  I  have  got  to  do  something.  I  fell  down  on  my  knees 
and  crawled  around  between  the  Indians'  legs,  they  striking  at 
me  all  the  time,  till  I  found  Martha,  my  littlest  one,  in  the  corner 
by  the  loom.  She  was  dead  and  I  crawled  on  a  little  way  and 
found  Sadie.  She  was  dead,  too,  with  her  skull  split  open.  The 
baby  was  just  sitting  there  holding  on  to  the  bar  of  the  loom.  I 
caught  him  in  my  bosom  and  held  him  up  to  me  tight ;  then  I  got 
to  my  feet.  Joe  was  right  behind  me  all  the  time  and  he  stood  up 
when  I  did.  But  an  Indian  come  up  and  brained  him  with  a 
tomahawk.  I  saw  him  go  down  and  I  knew  I  couldn't  get  any 
more  help  from  him.  I  couldn't  think  of  anything  to  do;  so  I 
worked  my  way  over  towards  the  door,  but  there  was  two  or  three 
Indians  standing  on  the  porch  and  I  knew  there  was  no  use  run- 
ning for  it.  I  just  stood  there  holding  the  baby  while  the  Indians 
pulled  burning  logs  out  of  the  fire  onto  the  floor.  When  the  blaze 
had  sprung  up  they  all  come  out  onto  the  porch. 

I  made  a  break  and  got  some  way  down  the  path,  but  an  Indian 
run  after  me  and  caught  me.  He  stood  there,  holding  me  tight  till 
the  other  Indians  come  up ;  then  he  laid  his  hand  on  my  head  and 
he  touched  the  baby  too.  It  seemed  he  was  claiming  me  for  his 
prisoner.  He  had  rings  on  his  arms  and  ankles,  and  trinkets  in  his 
ears.  I  knew  he  was  a  chief  and  I  thought  he  must  be  a  Shawnee. 
I  could  understand  some  of  what  he  said. 

He  was  telling  them  they  better  hurry  and  get  away  before 
Tice  Harman  come  home.  Another  Indian  stepped  up.  I  knew 
him — a  Cherokee  that  come  sometimes  to  the  station.  Mad  Dog 
they  called  him.  Tice  Harman  had  killed  his  son.  It  come  to  me 
that  they  had  been  thinking  all  along  that  they  was  at  Tice 
Harman's.  I  jerked  my  arm  away  from  the  Shawnee  chief. 

"You  think  you're  burning  Tice  Harman's  house,"  I  said.  "This 
ain't  Tice  Harman's  house.  It's  Tom  Wiley's.  Tom  Wiley.  Tom 
Wiley  never  killed  any  Indians." 

They  looked  at  each  other  and  I  think  they  was  feared.  Feared 
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because  they  had  burned  the  wrong  house,  but  feared  too  of  Tice 
Harman.  Mad  Dog  said  something  and  laid  his  hand  on  his  toma- 
hawk, but  the  old  chief  shook  his  head  and  took  hold  of  my  arm 
again.  He  spoke,  too,  but  so  fast  I  couldn't  tell  what  he  was  say- 
ing. The  Cherokee  looked  mad  but  he  turned  around  after  a 
minute  and  called  to  the  other  Indians,  and  they  all  left  the  house 
and  started  off  through  the  woods.  Mad  Dog  went  first  and  half 
a  dozen  young  Indians  after  him.  The  old  chief  and  I  came  last. 
He  had  hold  of  my  arm  and  was  hurrying  me  along,  and  all  the 
time  he  kept  talking,  telling  me  that  he  had  saved  my  life,  that  I 
was  to  go  with  him  to  his  town  to  be  a  daughter  to  him  to  take 
the  place  of  a  daughter  that  had  died. 

I  didn't  take  in  much  that  he  was  saying.  I  kept  looking  back 
towards  the  burning  house,  thinking  maybe  they  wasn't  all  dead 
before  the  Indians  set  fire  to  it.  Finally  I  couldn't  stand  it  no 
longer  and  I  asked  the  old  Shawnee.  He  pointed  to  one  of  the 
young  Indians  who  was  going  up  the  ridge  ahead  of  us.  I  saw 
something  dangling  from  his  belt  and  I  looked  away  quick.  I 
knew  it  was  the  scalps  of  my  children. 


We  went  up  over  the  ridge  and  then  struck  north  through  the 
woods.  I  didn't  take  much  notice  of  where  we  was  going.  I  had 
all  I  could  do  to  keep  Dinny  quiet — he  warn't  but  ten  months  old. 
I  let  him  suck  all  the  way  but  it  didn't  do  much  good.  We  went 
so  fast  it'd  jolt  out  of  his  mouth  and  he'd  cry  louder  than  ever.  The 
Shawnee  would  grab  my  arm  and  say  the  other  Indians  would 
kill  him  sure  if  he  kept  that  up.  Finally  I  got  his  head  down  inside 
the  waist  of  my  dress  and  I  held  him  up  against  me  so  tight  he 
couldn't  cry,  and  then  I  was  scared  he'd  smother,  but  the  Shawnee 
wouldn't  let  me  stop  to  find  out. 

We  went  on,  up  one  valley  and  down  another,  till  finally  we 
come  out  on  level  land  at  the  foot  of  a  mountain.  The  old  chief 
made  me  go  first,  right  up  the  mountainside.  It  was  worse  there 
than  it  was  in  the  woods.  The  laurel  and  the  ivy  was  so  thick  that 


The  Captive  7 

sometimes  he'd  have  to  reach  ahead  of  me  and  break  a  way 
through.  My  arms  got  numb  and  wouldn't  hold  the  baby  up.  ]£- 
was  lucky  for  me  I  was  crawling  up  a  mountain.  I  would  put  him 
up  ahead  of  me  and  then  crawl  to  him,  and  in  this  way  my  arms 
would  get  a  little  ease  of  the  burden.  The  old  chief  didn't  like 
this,  though,  and  every  time  it  happened  he'd  slap  me  and  tell  me 
to  go  faster,  go  faster  or  they  would  surely  kill  the  baby. 

We  got  to  the  top  of  the  mountain,  somehow,  and  started  down. 
My  legs  were  hurting  me  now  worse  than  my  arms.  It  was  going 
so  straight  down  the  mountainside.  The  back  of  my  legs  got  stiff 
and  would  jerk  me  up  every  time  I  set  my  foot  down,  what  they 
call  stifled  in  a  horse.  I  got  on,  somehow,  though,  all  through  that 
night  and  for  most  of  the  next  day.  It  was  near  sundown  when  we 
stopped,  in  a  rockhouse1  at  the  head  of  a  creek.  The  Indians 
must  have  thought  they  were  too  far  for  any  white  men  to  follow 
them.  They  made  up  a  big  fire  and  walked  around  it  pretty 
careless.  Two  of  the  young  Indians  went  off  in  the  woods.  I  heard 
a  shot  and  they  come  back  dragging  a  little  deer.  They  butchered 
it  and  sliced  it  down  the  middle,  and  slung  the  two  haunches  over 
the  fire  on  forked  sticks.  The  tenderer  parts  they  broiled  on  rocks 
that  they  heated  red-hot  in  the  coals.  A  young  buck  squatted 
down  by  the  fire  and  kept  the  venison  turning.  Soon  the  smell  of 
rich  meat  cooking  rose  up  in  the  air.  The  juices  begun  dripping 
down  into  the  blaze  and  I  thought  it  was  a  shame  for  all  that 
gravy  to  go  to  waste.  I  asked  the  Shawnee  to  lend  me  a  little 
kettle  he  had,  and  I  hung  it  on  a  forked  stick  and  caught  the 
juices  as  they  fell,  and  then  poured  them  back  over  the  meat. 
When  they  turned  brown  and  rich  I  caught  the  gravy  in  the 
little  kettle  and  sopped  my  fingers  in  it  and  let  the  baby  suck 
them. 

The  old  chief,  Crowmocker,  smiled  like  he  thought  a  lot  of  me. 
"White  woman  know,"  he  said.  "White  woman  teach  Indian 
women.  You  make  rum?" 

1  A  rockhouse  is  not  a  cave,  but  a  place  sheltered  by  an  overhanging  ledge 
of  rock. 
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I  said  I  didn't  know  how  to  make  rum,  but  there  was  plenty  in 
the  settlements  and  if  he  would  take  me  back,  take  me  just  within 
a  mile  or  two  of  the  clearing,  I'd  undertake  to  furnish  him  and 
his  men  with  all  the  rum  they  could  drink. 

He  laughed.  "White  people  promise,"  he  said.  "You  in  your 
cabin  you  forget  poor  Indian." 

The  Cherokee,  Mad  Dog,  had  been  sitting  there  broiling  the 
deer  nose  on  a  rock  that  he  had  got  red-hot  in  the  flames.  When 
it  was  brown  he  brought  it  over  and  gave  it  to  me.  Then  he  went 
back  and  sat  down,  sullen  like,  not  saying  anything.  The  fire 
shone  on  his  black  eyes  and  on  his  long  beak  of  a  nose.  When  he 
moved,  you  could  see  the  muscles  moving,  too,  in  his  big  chest 
and  up  and  down  his  naked  legs.  An  Indian  woman  would  have 
thought  him  a  fine-looking  man,  tall  and  well  formed  in  every 
way,  but  it  frightened  me  to  look  at  him.  I  was  glad  it  was  the 
old  chief  and  not  him  that  had  taken  me  prisoner.  I  was  glad, 
too,  that  the  chief  was  old.  I'd  heard  tell  how  particular  the 
Indians  are  about  things  like  that.  I  thought  the  old  chief  would 
likely  do  what  he  said  and  keep  me  for  his  daughter,  but  if  it  was 
Mad  Dog  he  would  have  me  for  his  wife. 

I  thought  the  meat  never  would  get  done,  but  it  finally  did.  The 
Indians  give  me  a  good-size  piece  off  the  haunch  and  I  ate  it  all, 
except  a  little  piece  I  put  in  Dinny's  mouth.  He  spit  it  out,  but  I 
kept  putting  it  back  till  he  got  some  good  of  it.  Then  I  took  him 
down  to  the  creek  and  scooped  up  water  in  my  hands  for  him. 
He'd  been  fretting  because  my  milk  was  giving  out,  but  the  water 
and  the  juice  from  the  meat  quieted  him  a  little.  After  we'd  both 
had  all  the  water  we  could  drink  I  went  back  up  the  hill  and  sat 
down  on  a  log  with  Dinny  laying  across  my  knees.  It  felt  good  to 
have  his  weight  off  my  arms,  but  I  was  afraid  to  take  my  hands 
off  him.  I  was  feared  one  of  them  might  come  up  and  snatch  him 
away  from  me  any  minute. 

He  laid  there  a  while  a-fretting  and  then  he  put  his  little  hand 
up  and  felt  my  face. 

"Sadie  .  .  .  "  he  said.  "Sadie  .  .  ." 
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Sadie  was  the  oldest  girl.  She  played  with  him  a  lot  and  fondled 
him.  He'd  go  to  her  any  time  out  of  my  arms. 

I  hugged  him  up  close  and  sang  him  the  song  Sadie  used  to 
get  him  to  sleep  by.  "Lord  Lovell,  he  stood  at  the  castle  gate,"  I 
sang  and  the  tears  a-running  down  my  face. 

"Hush,  my  pretty,"  I  said,  "hush.  Sadie's  gone,  but  Mammy's 
here.  Mammy's  here  with  Baby." 

He  cried,  though,  for  Sadie  and  wouldn't  nothing  I  could  do 
comfort  him.  He  cried  himself  hoarse  and  then  he'd  keep  opening 
his  little  mouth  but  wouldn't  no  sound  come.  I  felt  him  and  he 
was  hot  to  the  touch.  I  was  feared  he'd  fret  himself  into  a  fever, 
but  there  wasn't  nothing  I  could  do.  I  held  his  arms  and  legs  to 
the  blaze  and  got  him  as  warm  as  I  could,  and  then  I  went  off 
from  the  fire  a  little  way  and  laid  down  with  him  in  my  arms. 

The  Indians  kept  putting  fresh  wood  to  the  fire  till  it  blazed  up 
and  lit  the  whole  hollow.  They  squatted  around  it,  talking.  After 
a  while  half  a  dozen  of  them  got  up  and  went  off  in  the  woods. 
The  light  fell  far  out  through  the  trees.  I  could  see  their  naked 
legs  moving  between  the  black  trunks.  Some  of  them  was  dragging 
up  down  timber  for  the  fire  and  some  kept  reaching  up  and  tear- 
ing boughs  off  the  trees.  They  came  back  trailing  the  green  boughs 
behind  them.  Two  or  three  other  Indians  come  over  and  they  all 
squatted  down  and  begun  stripping  the  leaves  off  the  switches  and 
binding  them  into  hoops.  An  Indian  took  one  of  the  scalps  off  his 
belt — Sadie's  light  hair,  curling  a  little  at  the  ends  and  speckled 
now  all  over  with  blood.  I  watched  it  fall  across  the  bough  of 
maple.  I  watched  till  they  began  stretching  the  scalp  on  the  hoop 
and  then  I  shut  my  eyes. 

After  a  while  Crowmocker  come  over  and  tied  me  with  some 
rawhide  thongs  that  he  took  off  his  belt.  He  tied  me  up  tight  and 
it  felt  good  to  have  the  keen  thongs  cutting  into  me.  I  strained 
against  them  for  a  while  and  then  I  must  have  dropped  off  to 
sleep.  I  woke  myself  up  hollering.  I  thought  at  first  it  was  the 
Indians  hollering,  and  then  I  knew  it  was  me.  I  tried  to  stop  but  I 
couldn't.  It  would  start  way  down  inside  me  and  I  would  fight  to 
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hold  it  in,  but  before  I  knew  it  my  mouth  would  be  wide  open 
and  as  soon  as  I'd  loose  one  shriek  another  would  start  working 
its  way  up  and  there  wasn't  nothing  I  could  do  to  hold  it  back. 
I  was  shaking,  too,  so  hard  that  the  baby  rolled  out  of  my  arms 
and  started  crying. 

The  old  chief  got  up  from  where  he  was  sleeping  and  come 
over.  He  stood  there  looking  down  at  me  and  then  he  lighted  a 
torch  and  went  off  in  the  woods  a  little  way.  He  brought  some 
leaves  back  with  him  and  he  put  them  to  boil  in  his  little  kettle. 
He  made  me  drink  some  tea  from  the  leaves  and  he  gave  the 
baby  some  too,  and  after  a  while  we  both  went  off  to  sleep. 

3 

I  woke  with  the  old  chief  shaking  me  by  the  arm  and  telling  me 
it  was  time  to  get  up.  I  was  still  sort  of  lightheaded  and  for  a 
minute  I  didn't  know  where  I  was.  It  was  raining  hard  and  so 
dark  you  couldn't  tell  whether  it  was  good  day.  The  Indians  had 
built  a  fire  up  under  the  ledge  and  were  broiling  the  rest  of  the 
venison.  I  laid  there  and  I  saw  the  light  shine  on  their  naked  legs 
and  the  tomahawks  hanging  from  their  belts,  and  I  knew  where 
I  was  and  all  that  had  happened. 

The  old  chief  untied  the  thongs  and  I  stood  up  with  Dinny  in 
my  arms.  They  gave  me  a  little  piece  of  venison  and  some  parched 
corn.  My  lips  were  so  swelled  I  couldn't  chew,  but  I  swallowed 
the  corn  and  I  put  the  meat  in  my  mouth  and  sucked  it  till  it 
went  away.  I  felt  milk  in  my  breasts  and  I  was  glad  for  the  baby. 
I  gave  him  his  dinny  but  he  wouldn't  suck.  He  wouldn't  hardly 
open  his  eyes.  I  thought  that  was  from  the  tea  the  old  Indian 
had  given  us  and  I  feared  he'd  got  too  much.  He  was  still  hot  to 
the  touch  and  I  thought  he  might  have  got  a  fever  from  laying 
out  all  night  in  the  rain.  I  tore  off  part  of  my  top  skirt  and  I  made 
a  sort  of  sling  that  I  put  around  my  shoulders  to  carry  him  in ; 
and  I  made  a  cover,  too,  out  of  part  of  the  cloth  to  keep  the  rain 
off  his  little  face. 

Soon  as  we  had  finished  eating,  the  Indians  stomped  out  the 
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fire  and  scattered  the  ashes  so  you  couldn't  have  told  there  had 
ever  been  a  camp  there,  and  we  started  off  through  the  woods. 

We  hadn't  gone  far  before  two  of  the  young  Indians  left  us.  I 
thought  they  was  most  likely  going  back  over  the  trail  to  watch  if 
anybody  was  following  us.  I  heard  them  saying  that  the  folks  at 
the  settlement  would  be  sure  to  send  out  a  party.  Some  of  the 
Indians  thought  it  wouldn't  do  no  good  because  the  heavy  rains 
had  washed  out  the  trail  so  nobody  could  find  it.  But  Mad  Dog 
said  Tice  Harman  could  follow  any  trail.  I  never  knew  before  the 
Indians  was  so  feared  of  Harman.  They  said  he  was  the  best 
hunter  among  the  Long  Knives,  that  he  could  go  as  far  and  stand 
as  much  as  any  Indian,  and  that  they  would  like  for  him  to  come 
and  live  with  them  and  be  one  of  their  warriors.  Mad  Dog  said 
now  that  the  only  thing  was  to  go  so  fast  and  go  so  far  that  even 
Tice  Harman  couldn't  come  up  with  us.  He  said  "O-hi-yo"  sev- 
eral times  and  I  judged  they  meant  to  make  for  one  of  the  towns 
on  the  river. 

It  stopped  raining  after  a  while  but  it  didn't  do  much  good.  It 
was  level  ground  we  was  traveling  over  and  the  water  was  stand- 
ing everywhere,  so  that  half  the  time  you  was  wading.  I  knew  we 
was  some  place  high  up  in  the  hills,  but  afterwards  I  couldn't 
have  told  what  country  I  had  passed  over.  I  went  with  my  head 
down  most  of  the  time,  not  seeing  anything  but  the  black  trunks 
of  the  trees  going  by  and  the  yellow  leaves  floating  in  the  puddles. 
Beech  woods  we  must  have  been  in  because  the  leaves  was  all 
yellow  and  little. 

We  went  on  like  that  all  day,  not  stopping  to  eat  anything 
except  some  parched  corn  that  the  old  chief  took  out  of  his  bag 
and  handed  around  to  us  still  traveling.  Late  that  evening  we 
come  to  a  water  hole.  One  of  the  Indians  shot  a  bear  and  we 
stopped  and  built  a  fire  under  a  cliff.  The  Indians  hadn't  no 
more'n  butchered  the  meat  when  two  scouts  come  running  into 
camp.  They  said  that  white  men  were  following  us,  on  horseback. 
The  Indians  all  looked  scared  at  this.  Crowmocker  stood  there 
talking  to  Mad  Dog  about  what  we  had  best  do.  I  went  over  and 
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stood  by  them.  Mad  Dog  said  that  they  ought  to  kill  the  child 
and  change  the  course,  that  they  would  have  to  go  faster  than 
ever  now  and  I  couldn't  keep  up,  carrying  the  baby.  Crowmocker 
showed  him  the  sling  I  had  made  and  said  the  baby  wasn't  no 
burden  to  me  now.  He  said  he  had  brought  me  this  far  and  was 
going  to  carry  me  on  to  his  town  to  teach  his  women  how  to  weave 
cloth  like  the  dress  I  had  on. 

He  told  Mad  Dog  that  and  then  he  motioned  to  me  and  said, 
"Go!"  I  started  off,  top  speed,  through  the  trees.  Behind  me  I 
could  hear  the  Indians  stomping  around  in  the  leaves  to  cover  up 
the  signs  of  the  fire.  I  went  on  as  fast  as  I  could,  but  every  now 
and  then  an  Indian  would  shoot  past  me.  Pretty  soon  they  was  all 
ahead  except  the  old  chief. 

We  went  down  hill  towards  a  hollow  that  had  a  little  branch 
running  through  it.  Mad  Dog  was  in  the  lead,  the  other  Indians 
right  on  his  heels,  jumping  over  down  logs  an4  bushes  quick  as 
cats.  The  old  chief  stayed  by  me,  and  when  I'd  slow  up  getting 
over  a  log  or  fall  down  in  the  bushes  he'd  jerk  me  onto  my  feet 
again. 

The  branch  was  narrow  but  running  deep  with  the  rains.  Mad 
Dog  started  wading  downstream  and  the  other  Indians  after  him, 
single  file.  They  hadn't  slowed  up  much  and  water  splashed  high. 
I  could  see  their  legs  moving  through  the  splashing  water.  The 
old  chief  by  my  side  was  breathing  hard.  I  knew  he  was  winded 
but  I  thought  he  would  wind  quicker  than  the  others.  I  thought 
I  would  keep  moving  as  long  as  I  saw  the  Indians'  legs  going  on. 

The  Indian  that  was  in  front  of  me  stepped  in  a  hole  up  to  his 
waist.  When  he  come  out  of  it  he  took  two,  three  steps  and  stood 
still.  I  knew  then  that  Mad  Dog  had  stopped  and  I  knew  he  would 
foe  coming  back  down  the  line.  I  looked  up,  but  the  sides  of  the 
gully  was  too  steep.  I  turned  and  ran  back  upstream  fast  as  I 
could.  I  heard  the  breathing  close  behind  me  and  I  knew  it  was 
the  old  chief,  and  then  there  was  a  big  splashing.  Mad  Dog  was 
after  me. 

I  left  the  water  and  ran  sideways  up  the  gully.  The  breathing 
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was  closer  now.  I  tried  to  run  faster  and  I  caught  my  foot  in  a 
root.  They  were  on  me  as  soon  as  I  went  down.  Mad  Dog  grabbed 
me  by  both  arms.  Crowmocker  got  there  a  second  after,  but  Mad 
Dog  already  had  hold  of  Dinny.  I  caught  at  his  legs  and  tried  to 
push  them  out  from  under  him  but  he  kicked  me  away.  I  got  up 
and  went  at  him  again  but  he  kicked  me  down.  He  kicked  me 
again  and  then  he  went  on  up  the  side  of  the  gully  till  he  came 
to  a  big  tree  and  he  held  the  baby  by  the  feet  and  dashed  his 
brains  out. 

I  rolled  over  on  my  face  and  I  laid  there  flat  on  the  ground  till 
the  old  chief  come  up.  He  pulled  me  to  my  feet  and  said  we  would 
have  to  run  on  fast,  that  the  white  men  were  following  us  on 
horses.  I  said  no,  I  wouldn't  go,  I  would  stay  there  with  my 
baby ;  but  he  and  another  Indian  took  me  by  the  arms  and  drug 
me  down  the  stream  spite  of  all  I  could  do. 

We  went  on  down  the  branch  a  good  way.  Towards  dark  we 
came  out  on  the  banks  of  a  river.  Water  was  standing  halfway  up 
the  trunks  of  big  trees.  I  saw  the  current,  running  fast  and  covered 
with  black  drift,  and  I  didn't  believe  even  an  Indian  could  get 
across  that  raging  river.  But  they  didn't  stop  a  minute.  Crow- 
mocker  fell  back  and  two  young  Indians  took  hold  of  my  arms 
and  carried  me  out  into  the  water.  The  current  caught  us  and 
swept  us  off  our  feet.  I  couldn't  swim  much  on  account  of  my 
clothes,  but  the  two  young  Indians  held  on  to  my  wrists  and 
carried  me  on  between  them.  The  other  Indians  come  right  in 
after  us.  They  held  their  guns  up  high  over  their  heads  and  swum 
like  boys  treading  water.  I  could  see  their  heads  bobbing  all  around 
me  through  the  black  drift  and  I  couldn't  see  nothing  to  keep  all 
of  us  from  drowning.  They  managed  to  keep  out  of  the  drift 
somehow,  though,  and  all  the  time  they  were  working  towards  the 
other  bank  till  finally  we  come  out  in  dead  water  at  the  mouth  of 
a  creek.  The  Indians  that  were  holding  me  up  stopped  swimming 
all  of  a  sudden,  and  I  knew  that  we  must  have  got  across.  It  was 
so  dark  by  that  time  I  couldn't  see  anything.  I  got  out  of  the 
water  as  best  I  could  and  a  little  way  up  the  creek  bank.  I  fell 
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down  there  'mongst  some  willows.  I  saw  the  Indians  come  up  out 
of  the  water  shaking  themselves  like  dogs,  and  I  saw  them  falling 
down  all  around  me,  and  then  my  eyes  went  shut. 

4 

The  old  chief  woke  me  up  at  the  first  dawn  streak.  I  heard  him 
and  I  felt  him  shaking  me,  but  I  didn't  get  up.  As  soon  as  I  opened 
my  eyes  the  pain  in  my  feet  started  up.  I  touched  one  foot  to  the 
ground  and  it  throbbed  worse'n  toothache.  I  knew  I  couldn't 
travel  any  that  day  and  I  didn't  care.  I  turned  over  on  my  back 
and  laid  there  looking  up  at  the  sky.  It  had  cleared  off  during  the 
night  and  the  stars  was  shining.  The  sky  was  all  a  pale  gray  except 
for  one  long  sulphur-colored  streak  where  day  was  getting  ready 
to  break.  Behind  me  the  Indians  was  looking  to  their  guns  and 
settling  their  tomahawks  in  their  belts.  I  watched  their  heads  and 
shoulders  moving  against  that  yellow  light,  and  I  saw  one  of  them 
take  his  tomahawk  out  and  heft  it  and  then  try  the  blade  with  his 
finger.  I  thought  that  if  I  just  kept  on  laying  there  that  maybe 
he  would  be  the  one  to  finish  me  off,  and  then  I  thought  Mad 
Dog  was  quicker  and  would  beat  him  to  it. 

The  old  chief  was  still  shaking  me.  "Get  up,  Jinny.  Day  come." 

"No,"  I  said,  "I  ain't  going  to  get  up." 

He  took  me  by  the  shoulders  and  tried  to  pull  me  to  my  feet 
but  I  slumped  back  on  the  ground.  I  spoke  to  him  in  Shawnee. 

"My  feet  bleed  and  I  cannot  travel.  Let  me  die." 

He  leaned  over  and  looked  at  my  feet  and  then  he  called  to  one 
of  the  young  Indians  to  bring  him  some  white  oak  bark.  When 
the  bark  come  he  boiled  it  over  the  fire  and  then  he  took  the 
liquor  from  the  bark  and  cooled  it  with  more  water  and  poured 
it  over  my  feet. 

The  other  Indians  had  finished  scattering  the  fire  and  was  start- 
ing out  through  the  willows,  but  Growmocker  just  sat  there  pour- 
ing that  stuff  on  my  feet.  I  could  feel  the  swelling  going  down  and 
after  a  while  I  touched  my  feet  to  the  ground.  It  didn't  hurt  like 
it  had,  and  I  got  up  and  we  started  off.  He  give  me  some  parched 
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corn  and  I  ate  it,  walking.  He  said  we  would  have  to  travel  fast 
to  catch  up  with  the  other  Indians.  I  asked  him  if  the  white 
people  were  still  following  us  and  he  laughed  and  said  no  white 
men  could  get  across  that  river.  I  owned  to  myself  that  they 
couldn't,  and  I  didn't  think  any  more  about  them  coming  after 
me.  I  thought  the  Indians  would  probably  take  me  so  far  away 
that  I'd  never  again  see  a  white  face. 

We  caught  up  with  the  other  Indians  towards  dark.  That  night 
we  slept  in  a  canebrake  by  a  little  river.  A  buffalo  was  wallowing 
in  the  river  as  we  come  up.  One  of  the  Indians  shot  him.  They 
butchered  him  there  in  the  water  and  drug  big  slabs  of  the  meat 
up  the  bank  with  ropes  cut  from  the  hide.  We  must  have  been  in 
Indian  country  by  this  time.  They  didn't  seem  to  think  it  made 
any  different  how  much  noise  they  made.  They  made  up  a  big 
fire  to  one  side  of  the  brake  and  they  were  half  the  night  cooking 
the  meat  and  eating.  I  went  to  sleep  under  a  tree  with  them  sing- 
ing and  yelling  all  around  me. 

When  I  woke  up  the  next  morning  they  were  having  a  council. 
They  talked  till  the  sun  was  high  and  then  they  split  up  into  two 
parties.  Mad  Dog  and  three  of  the  young  bucks  left  us  and  swum 
across  the  river.  The  rest  of  us  kept  on  up  the  bank.  We  traveled 
all  that  day  through  the  cane  and  then  we  struck  a  divide  and 
followed  it  into  another  valley.  We  had  run  out  of  everything  to 
eat  by  this  time  except  the  strings  of  jerked  meat  that  they  all 
carried  slung  around  their  necks.  We  stayed  two,  three  days  at 
a  buffalo  lick,  hoping  to  kill  some  game,  but  none  came  and  we 
went  on. 

Most  of  the  leaves  were  off  the  trees  by  this  time  and  the  nights 
were  cold.  I  knew  it  was  some  time  in  October  that  the  Indians 
come  and  burned  our  house,  but  I  didn't  know  how  long  we'd 
been  on  the  trail  and  I  didn't  have  any  idea  what  country  we 
were  in. 

One  morning  we  come  out  in  some  deep  narrows  just  above 
where  two  creeks  flowed  together.  A  wild-looking  place  with  tum- 
bling falls  and  big  rocks  laying  around  everywhere.  I  looked  up 
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at  the  cliffs  over  our  heads  and  I  couldn't  believe  my  eyes.  They 
were  painted :  deer  and  buffalo  and  turtles  big  as  a  man,  painted 
in  red  and  in  black  on  the  rock.  Some  of  the  young  Indians  acted 
like  they  had  never  been  there  before  either.  They  would  keep 
walking  around  looking  at  things  and  sometimes  stand  and  stare 
at  the  pictures  of  wild  beasts  that  were  painted  everywhere  on 
the  smooth  rock. 

The  old  chief  took  a  way  up  the  side  of  the  cliffs,  the  rest  of  us 
following.  The  young  Indians  went  up  like  deer,  but  I  had  to  pull 
myself  up  by  the  laurel  that  grew  down  in  between  the  rocks. 
We  walked  along  a  narrow  ledge  and  come  to  a  rockhouse.  It 
was  the  biggest  rockhouse  ever  I  saw,  run  all  along  one  side  of 
the  cliff.  The  old  chief  uncovered  an  iron  pot  from  where  it  was 
hid  in  a  lot  of  trash  in  one  corner  of  the  cave  and  showed  me  how 
to  set  it  up  on  forked  sticks.  He  said  that  I  would  have  to  do  all 
the  work  around  the  camp  from  now  on,  the  way  Indian  women 
did,  and  when  the  spring  rains  come  and  melted  the  snows  he 
would  take  me  to  his  town  on  the  Tenassee  and  I  would  learn 
more  about  Indian  ways  and  be  adopted  into  the  tribe  in  place 
of  his  dead  daughter. 

I  thought  if  he  took  me  there  I  would  never  get  away  and  I 
had  it  in  mind  to  make  a  break  for  it  first  chance  I  got.  I  got  hold 
of  two  strings  of  jerked  meat  and  I  kept  them  tied  around  my 
waist  so  I'd  be  ready  when  the  time  came.  I  thought  I  would  wait, 
though,  and  maybe  I  would  find  out  how  far  it  was  to  the  settle- 
ments. I  would  lie  there  in  my  corner  of  the  cave  at  night,  mak- 
ing out  I  was  asleep,  and  listen  to  them  talking  around  the  fire. 
I  heard  them  call  the  names  of  the  creeks  that  flowed  through  that 
valley — Big  Paint  and  Little  Mudlick ;  and  further  off  was  an- 
other creek,  Big  Mudlick,  where  they  went  sometimes  to  hunt. 
The  names  were  strange  to  me  and  I  never  could  tell  from  their 
talk  how  far  it  was  to  the  settlements  or  even  which  way  to  go. 
I  had  an  idea  that  the  place  I  was  in  was  secret  to  the  Indians, 
for  it  was  a  wonder  to  see  and  yet  I  had  never  heard  any  white 
body  tell  of  it.  I  asked  Growmocker  what  the  pictures  of  deer  and 
buffalo  and  bear  were  for  and  he  said  they  were  the  Indians' 
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fathers  and  that  I  would  learn  about  them  when  I  was  adopted 
into  the  tribe.  Once  he  pointed  some  mounds  out  to  me  and  said 
they  were  graves.  He  said  that  he  and  his  people  always  stopped 
when  they  come  this  way  to  visit  the  graves  of  their  fathers  that 
was  all  over  the  valley. 

A  spell  of  fine  weather  come,  late  in  the  fall.  Indian  summer 
they  call  it.  We  looked  out  one  day  and  bees  were  swarming  on 
the  clifTside.  Crowmocker  was  mad  when  he  saw  them.  He  said 
it  meant  that  the  white  people  were  coming;  that  when  bees 
swarmed  out  of  season  they  were  running  away  from  the  white 
people  who  had  scared  all  the  game  out  of  the  country  and  made 
it  so  that  even  bees  couldn't  live  in  it.  I  asked  would  the  white 
people  find  their  way  into  this  valley  and  he  said  they  couldn't — 
that  it  was  a  way  known  only  to  Indians ;  that  if  a  white  man 
ever  set  foot  in  it  the  great  bear  would  come  down  off  the  wall 
and  crush  him  in  his  paws.  He  said,  though,  that  there  would  be 
fighting  soon  over  all  the  land  and  a  lot  of  bloodshed. 

I  knew  that  was  all  foolishness  about  the  bear,  but  I  thought 
likely  as  not  there  would  be  fighting  and  I  wanted  to  get  away 
worse  than  ever.  One  morning  I  was  down  in  the  hollow  by 
myself,  gathering  wood,  and  I  thought  that  was  the  time.  Three 
of  the  Indians  had  gone  off  hunting  and  I  knew  the  others  were 
laying  up  in  the  cave  asleep.  I  didn't  think  anybody  would  be 
following  me,  for  a  while,  anyhow.  I  started  off,  slipping  from 
tree  to  tree,  and  I  got  quite  a  way  up  the  hollow.  I  knew  nobody 
was  following  me,  but  I  would  keep  looking  back  over  my  shoul- 
der all  the  time.  I  got  to  thinking.  I  didn't  have  any  way  to  kill 
game,  and  nothing  to  eat  but  two  strings  of  jerked  meat.  I  didn't 
even  know  how  far  I'd  have  to  go  before  I  came  to  any  settlement. 
Worst  of  all,  I  didn't  even  know  which  way  to  take.  Likely  as  not 
I'd  starve  to  death  in  the  woods,  or  freeze  if  the  weather  turned. 
I'd  better  stay  with  the  Indians,  where  at  least  I  could  sleep  warm 
and  eat,  if  it  wasn't  anything  but  parched  corn.  I  picked  up  my 
load  of  wood  and  got  back  to  camp  quick  as  I  could,  and  didn't 
none  of  them  ever  know  I'd  been  away. 

I  never  tried  it  again,  but  sometimes  I'd  sit  there  on  the  edge 
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of  the  cliff  and  pick  out  the  way  I'd  take  if  I  did  go.  There  was  a 
ridge  covered  with  black  pines  rose  up  right  in  front  of  the  rock- 
house.  I  thought  if  I  could  once  get  up  there  I  could  get  down 
into  the  valley  easy.  I  hadn't  ever  been  over  there,  but  I  knew 
what  the  country  would  be  like.  I  saw  myself  slipping  along 
through  that  divide,  around  the  foot  of  the  mountain  and  over 
some  more  mountains  till  I'd  come  out  on  a  clearing.  I'd  slip  up 
to  some  cabin,  towards  dark.  They'd  think  I  was  an  Indian  at 
first,  maybe,  and  then  they'd  see  my  eyes  was  light  and  they'd 
take  me  in  and  keep  me  till  I  could  get  back  to  my  own  folks  again. 

We  stayed  in  that  rockhouse  a  long  time.  The  leaves  all  fell  off 
the  trees,  and  one  or  two  light  snows  fell,  but  the  real  cold  weather 
was  late  coming.  The  Indians  hunted  just  enough  to  keep  us  in 
meat.  They  said  the  pelts  were  thin  that  year  and  not  worth 
taking.  Sometimes  they  would  take  me  along  to  bring  in  the  game, 
but  mostly  they  left  me  to  work  by  myself.  When  cold  weather 
set  in  we  built  big  fires  in  the  cave  and  it  was  warm  inside  like 
a  house.  When  the  Indians  weren't  hunting  they  would  lie  around 
on  buffalo  skins  and  sleep.  The  smoke  was  terrible  and  the  smell 
of  Indians  was  all  over  everything.  At  first  it  bothered  me,  but 
after  a  while  I  got  so  I  didn't  notice  it. 

I  wasn't  in  the  cave  much,  even  in  bad  weather.  I  had  to 
gather  all  the  firewood.  The  Indians  didn't  have  an  axe  and  I 
couldn't  get  anything  but  dead  branches.  There  wasn't  much 
down  timber  on  the  cliffside;  so  I'd  mostly  go  up  over  the  cliffs 
when  I  was  hunting  wood.  There  was  a  barren  there,  flat  as  the 
palm  of  your  hand  and  covered  with  a  thin  kind  of  grass.  It  had 
plenty  of  trees  on  it  but  they  were  all  twisty  and  stunted  by  the 
wind.  The  only  sizable  tree  was  a  big  elm.  It  was  peeled  for  thirty 
or  forty  feet  and  had  a  rattlesnake  painted  on  it — a  monster  snake 
coiling  up  around  the  trunk.  You  could  see  that  snake  from  every- 
where on  the  barren.  I  was  feared  to  look  at  it.  The  Indians 
seemed  to  think  a  lot  of  it.  Sometimes  they  would  go  up  there  at 
night  and  I  would  hear  them  singing  and  dancing  and  calling  to 
the  snake. 
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Somewhere  on  the  barren  there  were  lead  mines.  The  Indians 
never  let  me  go  to  them,  but  they  would  go  off  and  stay  two,  three 
hours  and  come  back  with  big  balls  of  lead.  They  made  me  smelt 
it  out  for  bullets.  I  had  to  have  a  mighty  fire.  It  would  take  me 
days  and  days  to  get  up  enough  wood.  I  would  heap  it  up  in  a  big 
pile  and  then  I  would  kindle  the  fire  and  keep  it  going  for  hours. 
When  the  lead  melted,  it  ran  down  through  little  ditches  into 
holes  that  I  had  dug  to  form  the  bullets.  It  would  take  the  lead  a 
long  time  to  melt.  Sometimes  I  would  be  up  on  the  barren  from 
sunup  to  sundown. 

I  would  sit  there  and  think  about  my  husband  and  my  children. 
I  would  wonder  whether  Tom  went  out  in  the  woods  hunting 
ginseng  the  way  he  used  to  do,  and  was  he  still  looking  for  me  or 
had  give  me  up  for  dead.  When  I  thought  of  Tom  the  house 
would  be  there,  too,  not  burning  down  the  way  it  was  last  time 
I  saw  it,  but  standing  with  the  rooms  just  the  way  they  always 
were.  I  could  see  both  rooms  plain,  even  to  the  hole  that  was 
burnt  in  the  floor  when  a  big  log  fell  out  one  night.  The  children 
would  be  playing  in  and  out  of  the  house  like  they  did.  It  was 
like  they  were  all  living ;  it  was  only  me  that  was  gone  away. 

I  would  think  back,  too,  over  things  that  happened  long  before 
ever  I  was  grown  and  married  to  Tom  Wiley.  There  was  a  man 
named  Rayburn  stayed  at  the  settlement  one  winter.  Lance  Ray- 
bum.  A  big,  strong  man  and  a  mighty  hunter.  We  ate  bear  of  his 
shooting  all  that  fall.  He  was  handy  with  snares  too,  and  took  over 
a  hundred  beaver  down  in  the  bottom.  He  courted  me  some  that 
winter,  sitting  in  front  of  the  fire  after  the  old  folks  were  in  bed. 
I  laughed  and  went  on  with  him,  but  Tom  Wiley  had  just  started 
a-courting  me  and  all  the  time  my  mind  was  on  him  more'n  it 
was  on  the  stranger. 

Come  time  for  Rayburn  to  pack  up  his  pelts  to  take  to  the 
station,  he  saved  one  out  for  me.  Beaver,  and  extra  fine  and  soft. 
He  give  it  to  my  sister,  Sarah,  and  told  her  to  hand  it  to  me  when 
I  come  to  the  house.  She  made  one  of  the  children  bring  it  down 
to  the  creek  where  I  was  boiling  clothes.  I  laid  it  there  on  the 
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grass  and  I  would  stop  and  look  at  it  as  I  went  back  and  forth 
with  my  clothes,  and  sometimes  I  would  wipe  my  hands  dry  and 
lay  them  on  the  soft  fur  for  pleasure  in  the  feel.  But  all  the  time 
I  knew  I  wasn't  going  to  keep  it.  When  Rayburn  come  towards 
me  through  the  willows  I  went  to  meet  him  with  the  pelt  in 
my  hands. 

"Keep  this,"  I  said,  "and  give  it  to  some  girl  where  you're 
going." 

"Don't  you  want  it?"  he  asked. 

"I  ain't  taking  nothing  from  you." 

He  stood  there  looking  at  me  and  all  of  a  sudden  his  eyes  nar- 
rowed up  like  a  cat's.  "You're  full  young  to  be  marrying,"  he  said. 

"I  ain't  too  young  to  know  my  own  mind,"  I  told  him  and 
before  I  thought  I  laughed. 

He  come  towards  me,  and  before  I  knowed  what  he  was  up  to 
he  was  on  me  and  trying  to  bear  me  to  the  ground.  He  was  a 
strong  man  but  I  was  stout,  too,  and  I  stood  up  to  him,  We  was 
rassling  around  in  the  bushes  quite  some  while  before  he  got  me 
down,  and  then  he  had  to  keep  both  his  hands  on  my  chest.  I  laid 
there  right  still,  looking  up  at  him. 

"What  you  reckon  my  pappy'll  say  when  I  tell  him  about  this?" 
I  asked. 

He  laughed,  "I  ain't  a-feared  of  no  Sellards  that  ever  walked," 
he  said,  "but  that  Tom  Wiley  ain't  no  manner  of  man  for  you," 
he  said. 

"You  can  talk  against  Tom  Wiley  and  you  can  hold  me  here 
till  Doomsday,"  I  told  him,  "but  it  ain't  going  to  do  you  no  good. 
I  ain't  going  to  have  none  of  you  no  matter  what  happens." 

His  face  kind  of  changed.  Looked  like  it  hurt  him  to  hear  me 
say  it.  He  got  up  off  me  right  away  and  he  picked  the  beaver  pelt 
up  from  where  it  lay  in  the  grass  and  he  throwed  it  hard  as  he 
could  into  the  creek. 

"It'll  git  to  my  girl  that  way  fast  as  any  other,"  he  said. 

I  watched  the  pelt  floating  down  the  water  and  onto  a  rock 
and  then  off  again.  When  I  turned  around  he  was  out  of  sight 
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and  he  was  gone  when  I  got  back  to  the  house.  He  stayed  at  the 
station  a  while  and  then  he  went  off  in  the  mountains  hunting 
bear  and  wasn't  ever  heard  of  again.  Some  said  he  was  killed  by 
wild  beasts.  A  rifle  and  a  cap  that  they  said  was  his  was  found  up 
in  the  hills.  The  man  that  found  the  rifle  kept  it,  but  they  give  the 
cap  to  the  Borderses.  Wouldn't  anybody  wear  it,  and  Sally  hung 
it  up  in  the  dog  alley.  I  used  to  look  at  it  every  time  I  passed  and 
wonder  whether  it  had  ever  been  on  Lance  Rayburn's  head  and 
was  he  dead  or  still  living.  And  sometimes  I'd  wonder  how  it'd 
been  if  I'd  married  him  instead  of  Tom,  but  I  knew  all  the  time 
I  wouldn't  ever  have  married  anybody  but  Tom  because  he  was 
the  one  I  fancied  from  the  time  I  was  a  chap,  living  neighbor  to 
the  Wileys,  back  in  the  Roanoke  country. 

I  thought  about  Lance  Rayburn  and  I  thought  about  a  lot  of 
other  folks  that  had  come  to  the  settlement  and  stayed  and  then 
gone  on  and  wouldn't  anybody  know  whether  they  were  living 
still  or  dead.  And  I  thought  about  people  dead  long  ago,  my  old 
granny  back  in  Carolina,  ninety-eight  years  old  and  turned  sim- 
ple. She'd  sit  in  the  chimney  corner  all  day  long,  singing  the 
likeliest  tunes ! 

"Pa'tridge  in  the  pea  patch,"  she'd  sing  and  call  me  to  her  and 
fondle  me,  liking  gals,  she  said,  always  better  than  boys. 

"Pa'tridge  in  the  pea  patch 

Pickin'  up  the  peas. 
'Long  comes  the  bell  cow 

Kickin'  up  her  heels  ..." 

"Oh  .  .  .  h,  the  bell  cow,"  she'd  sing  and  catch  me  by  my  little 
shimmy  tail.  "O  .  .  .  O  .  .  .  hh,  the  bell  cow  ..."  and  hist 
me  up  over  the  arm  of  her  chair.  "O  .  .  .  O  .  .  .  hh,  the  bell 
cow,  kickin'  up  her  heels.  Call  the  little  gal  to  milk  her  in  the 
pail." 

I  used  to  call  those  songs  to  mind  when  I  had  to  go  down 
to  the  lick  for  salt.  It  was  a  place  I  didn't  like  to  go.  A  deep  hollow 
with  three  sulphur  springs  and  a  lick  that  covered  nigh  an  acre 
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of  ground.  The  biggest  lick  ever  I  saw  in  my  life.  The  way  was 
white  with  the  bones  of  beasts,  and  in  between  the  piled  up  bones 
the  long  furrows  that  the  buffalo  made  licking  the  ground  for 
salt.  I  would  walk  down  those  furrows  to  the  spring  and  fill  my 
bucket  with  the  salty  water  and  go  back  up  the  hill  to  where  my 
kettle  was  slung  between  two  little  birches.  Sitting  there  waiting 
for  the  water  to  boil,  I  couldn't  keep  my  eyes  off  the  bones.  I 
would  take  them  up  in  my  hand  and  turn  them  over  and  over, 
wondering  what  manner  of  beasts  they  had  belonged  to. 

Once  I  made  myself  a  litde  beast,  laying  all  the  bones  out  on 
some  lacy  moss,  the  front  feet  stiff  like  it  was  galloping  off  in  the 
woods,  the  hind  legs  drawn  up  under  him.  A  hare  it  might  have 
been  or  a  little  fawn.  Or  maybe  a  beast  that  nobody  ever  heard  of 
before. 

There  were  beasts  come  to  that  lick  one  time  or  another  not 
known  to  man.  Bigger'n  buffalo  they  must  have  been.  One  thigh- 
bone, I  mind,  longer'n  I  was  and  twice  as  big  around  as  two 
good-sized  men. 

I  thought  of  a  man  used  to  be  around  the  station,  Vard  Wiley, 
second  cousin  to  Tom.  Folks  said  he  was  the  biggest  liar  in  the 
settlements.  He  would  stay  off  in  the  woods  hunting  day  after  day 
and  never  bring  in  any  game  except  maybe  a  brace  of  wild  turkeys. 
And  he  told  tall  tales  about  a  lick  bigger'n  any  lick  around  those 
parts,  where  the  beasts  come  up  in  tens  of  thousands.  He  would 
lay  up  in  a  tree  all  day  and  watch  'em,  he  said,  and  not  take  a 
shot  for  wonder.  There  were  beasts  used  there,  he  said,  ten  times 
the  size  of  buffalo.  He  offered  to  take  anybody  there  and  show 
them  the  bones,  and  when  they  asked  him  why  he  didn't  bring 
them  back  to  the  settlement  he  said  couldn't  no  man  carry  them, 
nor  no  two  horses. 

Folks  laughed  at  him,  and  the  children  round  the  settlement 
used  to  sing  a  song: 

"Vard  Wiley's  gone  west,  Vard  Wiley's  gone  east, 
A-huntin'  the  woods  for  a  monster  beast. 
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"He'll  make  him  a  tent  out  of  the  wild  beast's  hide 
And  all  the  king's  horses  can  stable  inside. 

"He'll  make  him  a  wagon  out  of  solid  bone 
And  it'll  take  ten  oxen  to  draw  it  home." 


I  called  that  song  to  mind  and  I  thought  how  if  I  ever  saw 
Vard  Wiley  again  I'd  go  up  to  him  and  say  I  knew  him  to  be  a 
truth-teller,  and  all  the  people  would  laugh  at  me  maybe,  the  way 
they  did  Vard  Wiley,  but  all  the  time  I  would  be  knowing  it  was 
the  truth. 

I  thought,  too,  of  other  tales  he  told  and  of  jokes  he  played.  Of 
the  time  he  borrowed  my  dress  and  sunbonnet  and  shawl  and 
went  and  sat  on  the  creek  bank  when  the  schoolmaster  was  in 
swimming.  He  sat  there  all  evening  with  the  sunbonnet  hiding  his 
face  and  old  Mister  Daugherty  shaking  his  fist  at  him.  "You 
hussy!  You  brazen  hussy!  Don't  you  know  I'm  naked?"  and 
finally  when  he  come  up  out  of  the  water  naked  as  the  day  he  was 
born  Vard  took  out  after  him  and  run  him  clean  to  the  house. 
Old  Mister  Daugherty  went  around  saying  there  was  a  woman 
ought  to  be  run  out  of  the  settlements,  and  Vard  would  talk  to 
him  and  make  out  it  was  me.  But  Old  Man  Daugherty  knew 
wouldn't  none  of  Hezekiah  Sellards'  daughters  be  carrying  on 
like  that.  He  was  bound  it  was  a  woman  from  Ab's  Valley. 

I  would  think  about  'em  sitting  there  and  arguing  about  how 
the  hussy  ought  to  be  run  out  of  the  settlements,  and  I  would 
laugh  all  by  myself  there  in  the  woods.  Throw  back  my  head  and 
laugh  and  then  feel  silly  when  the  woods  give  back  the  echo. 

I  did  a  lot  of  work  while  I  was  with  the  Indians.  It  was  hard 
on  me  at  first  but  I  got  used  to  it.  It  was  better  after  Mad  Dog 
left  us.  The  old  chief  was  like  a  father  to  me,  and  the  young  ones 
knew  I  belonged  to  him  and  didn't  bother  me.  I  slept  off  by 
myself  in  a  far  corner  of  the  cave  and  he  would  wake  me  up  at 
daybreak  and  tell  me  what  there  was  to  do  that  day.  He  took 
pains  to  show  me  how  to  flesh  pelts  and  cure  them,  and  he  showed 
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me  how  to  split  a  deer  sinew  for  thread  and  how  to  make  a  whistle 
to  call  deer  out  of  birch  bark  and  sticks.  And  after  I  got  so  I  could 
sew  skins  good  he  had  me  make  him  a  pair  of  leggings  and  trim 
them  with  porcupine  quills — porcupine  quills  colored  with  some 
roots  he  got  out  of  the  woods. 

It  bothered  him  the  way  I  looked  and  he  made  me  paint  my 
face  the  way  the  Indians  did.  Fixed  me  up  some  of  the  red  root 
mixed  with  bear's  grease,  and  after  I'd  been  putting  it  on  my  face 
for  a  while  you  couldn't  told  me  from  an  Indian  woman,  except 
for  my  light  eyes. 

He'd  stay  in  the  cave  with  me  sometimes  all  clay,  his  buffalo 
hide  wrapped  around  him  so  tight  that  his  knees  were  up  against 
him  like  a  chair.  He'd  sit  there  and  rock  back  and  forth  on  his 
heels  and  talk  while  I  worked.  Down  in  the  hollow  the  young 
braves  would  be  practicing  their  war  whoops.  He  would  listen  to 
them  and  laugh. 

"Our  young  men  give  the  war  whoop  loudly  to  cover  up  their 
fear  of  the  enemy.  It  was  not  so  when  I  was  young.  There  was 
joy  in  the  war  whoop  then." 

He  said  he  was  a  chief  but  he  might  have  been  something 
better.  He  might  have  been  a  medicine  man.  He  had  the  gift  of  it 
from  his  grandmother.  His  own  mother  died  when  he  was  born, 
he  said,  and  his  old  granny  raised  him.  He  told  me  about  how  she 
would  take  him  into  the  woods  with  her  looking  for  yarbs  and 
roots,  and  how  she  knew  where  everything  grew  and  which  roots 
would  be  good  to  take  and  which  had  no  strength  in  them.  He 
said  that  after  I  was  adopted  into  the  tribe  he  would  tell  some  of 
her  secrets  to  me,  but  the  Spirit  would  be  angry  if  a  white  woman 
knew  them. 

I  asked  him  wouldn't  I  still  be  a  white  woman  after  I  was 
adopted  into  the  tribe  but  he  said  no,  the  white  blood  would  go 
out  of  me  and  the  Spirit  would  send  Indian  blood  to  take  its 
place,  and  then  I  would  feel  like  an  Indian  and  know  all  the 
Indian  ways  and  maybe  get  to  be  a  wise  woman  like  his  old 
granny. 
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He  told  me  about  his  youngest  daughter  and  how  she  come  by 
her  death,  following  what  she  thought  was  a  fawn  bleating.  They 
found  her  days  afterward,  three  enemy  arrows  in  her.  Her  death 
had  been  paid  for  with  three  scalps  of  warriors,  and  he  would  say 
that  he  didn't  grieve  over  her,  but  I  knew  he  did.  I  got  to  feeling 
sorry  for  him  sometimes  to  have  lost  his  daughter  that  meant  so 
much  to  him,  and  then  I  would  think  how  I  had  lost  all  my  chil- 
dren and  my  husband  and  I  would  cry,  dropping  tears  on  the  skin 
I  was  sewing. 

I  got  so  after  a  while  that  the  Indian  way  of  doing  things 
seemed  natural  to  me.  I  thought  nothing  of  seeing  dark  faces 
around  me  all  the  time,  but  in  the  night  sometimes  I  would  dream 
of  white  faces.  White  faces  coming  towards  me  through  the  trees. 
Or  sometimes  I  would  be  in  a  house  again  and  look  up  all  of  a 
sudden  and  all  the  faces  in  the  room  would  be  white. 

One  white  face  was  always  coming  to  me  in  my  dreams:  Tice 
Harman,  the  man  whose  house  the  Indians  thought  they  were 
burning  the  day  they  burned  ours.  I  always  thought  that  if  any- 
body came  to  save  me  it  would  be  Tice  Harman.  I  could  see  him 
plain  in  my  dreams.  A  little  man,  wouldn't  weigh  more'n  a  hun- 
dred and  twenty  pounds,  but  he  had  a  big  head.  A  big  head  and 
a  big  beak  of  a  nose  and  long  yellow  hair  down  to  his  shoulders. 
His  eyes  were  blue  and  in  my  dreams  they  glittered  like  ice.  I 
would  dream  about  Tice  Harman  and  when  I  waked  I  would 
think  what  I'd  heard  said  of  him — how  he  could  go  further  and 
stand  more  than  any  man  in  the  settlements,  and  how  he  loved  to 
fight  Indians  better'n  eat  when  he  was  hungry.  I  would  think, 
too,  of  how  folks  said  he  would  bring  trouble  on  the  settlements 
shooting  that  Indian  down  when  there  warn't  really  any  use  in  it ; 
and  I  would  think  that  since  it  was  him  that  brought  all  my 
trouble  on  me,  maybe  it  would  be  him  that  would  get  me  away 
from  the  Indians.  But  time  went  on  and  nobody  came,  and  after 
a  while  I  got  so  I  didn't  think  much  about  it. 

One  evening  I  was  gathering  wood  on  the  clifTside  and  I  heard 
a  lot  of  whooping  and  hollering  down  near  the  mouth  of  the 
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creek.  The  Indians  come  out  from  where  they  were  sleeping  back 
in  the  cave  and  stood  looking  over  the  falls.  A  long  whoop  came 
and  the  old  chief  put  his  hands  to  his  mouth  and  answered  it. 
There  was  more  whooping  back  and  forth,  and  then  Mad  Dog 
came  up  the  trail  by  the  falls  with  about  twenty  Indians  following 
him.  They  were  painted  for  war  and  marched  single  file,  all  except 
the  last  six  or  eight.  They  were  in  pairs  and  in  the  middle  of  them 
a  white  man,  walking  with  his  hands  tied  behind  him.  A  white 
man?  A  boy.  Couldn't  have  been  more  than  eighteen  years  old. 

I  had  to  step  out  of  the  path  to  let  them  by.  The  dead  branches 
rustled  in  my  hands.  The  prisoner  turned  his  head.  He  looked 
straight  into  my  eyes.  It  was  like  he  didn't  know  I  was  there.  I 
spoke  to  him. 

"I  can't  do  nothing,"  I  said.  "I'm  a  white  woman,  but  I  can't 
do  nothing.  Christ!"  I  said,  "there  ain't  nothing  I  can  do." 

He  kept  on  looking  at  me  but  he  didn't  speak.  They  were  hur- 
rying him  past.  I  dropped  the  branches  and  run  after  them. 
Mad  Dog  called  to  one  of  the  young  bucks  and  he  caught  me  and 
held  me.  I  fought  him,  but  he  held  me  till  they  had  all  gone  up 
the  path. 

I  went  on  to  the  rockhouse  and  kindled  up  the  fire.  After  a 
while  Mad  Dog  come  down  and  told  me  to  cook  up  some  meat 
quick  as  I  could.  There  would  be  singing  and  dancing,  he  said ; 
they  would  want  meat  all  night  long. 

I  looked  at  him.  "A  present,"  I  said.  "A  present  for  Kagahye- 
liske's  daughter.  Give  me  this  boy.  He  is  not  good  for  anything 
but  to  gather  wood." 

His  eyes  were  fierce.  "Boy?"  he  said.  "He  has  this  day  killed 
my  brother."  Then  he  laughed  and  smoothed  my  hair.  "Jinny," 
he  said,  "pretty  Jinny." 

I  made  out  I  had  to  see  to  the  fire  and  walked  away.  I  put 
some  bear  meat  on  to  boil  and  I  told  him  I  would  call  him  when 
it  was  done,  and  he  went  on  back  up  the  path. 

There  was  a  moon  coming.  I  sat  there  waiting  for  the  meat  to 
boil  and  watched  it  rise  over  the  pines.  Up  on  the  barren  the 
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Indians  were  dragging  up  all  the  dead  branches  they  could  find 
into  one  pile.  After  a  while  I  looked  up  over  the  rockhouse  and 
saw  the  sky  all  light  and  knew  they  had  kindled  the  fire. 

The  stamping  and  yelling  went  on,  and  every  now  and  then  a 
gun  would  go  off.  Then  there  was  running  around  the  tree.  You 
could  hear  the  feet  pounding  and  the  long  calls.  "Ai  .  .  .  yi  .  .  . 
Ai  .  .  .  yi  .  .  .  Ai  ,  .  .  yi  .  .  . "  One  for  each  man  that  had 
died  that  day.  And  the  sharp  cry  for  the  scalp  taking.  They  would 
act  it  all  out  and  the  boy  standing  there  watching.  He  was  dazed, 
though ;  he  wouldn't  see  it  for  what  it  was.  He  wouldn't  know 
what  they  were  doing,  might  not  know  what  they  were  going  to 
do.  There  on  the  path  he  looked  at  me  and  didn't  know  me  for  a 
white  woman.  I  ought  to  have  found  out  his  name  and  where  he 
come  from.  I  ought  to  have  done  that  much.  But  he  wouldn't 
have  answered.  And  what  good  would  it  do  his  folks  .  .  .  if  I 
ever  saw  white  folks  again.  Then  Mad  Dog's  hand  on  my  hair. 
"Pretty  Jinny  .  .  .  pretty  Jinny  .  .  ." 

The  flames  shot  up  and  lit  the  whole  valley.  The  moon  looked 
cold  where  it  hung  over  the  pines.  I  kept  the  fire  up  under  the 
kettle  but  I  couldn't  sit  still.  I  walked  back  and  forth  in  the  rock- 
house,  back  and  forth,  back  and  forth,  waiting  for  the  shrieks  to 
start. 

They  were  a  long  time  coming.  I  thought  maybe  it  was  already 
going  on.  Indians  can  stand  there  burning  and  not  make  a  sound, 
and  there  have  been  white  men  that  could.  But  this  was  just  a 
boy  .   .   . 

The  first  shriek  was  long  and  then  they  come  short  and  quick, 
one  right  after  the  other.  I  got  over  in  a  corner  of  the  rockhouse 
and  held  on  tight  to  a  big  rock.  After  a  while  I  let  go  of  the  rock 
and  put  both  fingers  in  my  ears  and  then  I  was  feared  to  take  them 
out,  thinking  it  might  not  be  over  yet.  The  Indians  were  still 
yelling  and  stamping.  The  young  ones  kept  running  down  and 
grabbing  up  chunks  of  meat  from  the  boiling  pot  and  carrying 
them  up  to  the  barren.  I  could  see  the  old  chief's  shadow  where  he 
stood  on  the  edge  of  the  cliff  calling  to  the  new  moon. 
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When  he  came  down  to  the  rockhouse  Mad  Dog  was  with  him. 
They  stood  there  dipping  meat  up  out  of  the  kettle.  Mad  Dog 
talked. 

"It  is  too  much.  For  five  hundred  brooches  I  could  buy  a  girl 
of  the  Wild-Cats,  young  and  swift,  a  fine  worker  in  beads.  A  girl 
like  a  moonbeam,  daughter  of  a  mighty  warrior." 

His  eyes  were  black  in  the  circles  of  paint.  His  tongue  showed 
bright  between  his  painted  lips.  The  red  lines  ran  from  his  fore- 
head down  the  sides  of  his  cheeks  to  make  gouts  of  blood  on  his 
chin. 

A  devil.  A  devil  come  straight  from  hell  to  burn  and  murder. 
Three  white  men  killed  that  day  and  the  boy  brought  back  to 
torture.  It  was  him  that  killed  them,  him  that  yelled  loudest  when 
the  boy  was  burning.  Him  that  set  fire  to  my  house  and  burned 
my  children  .   .   . 

I  saw  him  running  through  the  woods,  white  men  after  him.  I 
saw  him  fall,  a  dozen  bullets  in  him.  But  he  wouldn't  be  dead.  He 
would  lie  there  bleeding  and  look  at  me  out  of  his  painted  eyes, 
and  I  would  go  up  and  stomp  on  him,  stomp  him  into  the  dirt .  .  . 

My  hands  shook  so  I  dropped  the  sticks  I  was  carrying.  I  was 
near  enough  now  to  hear  all  they  were  saying.  Mad  Dog  was 
taking  little  silver  brooches  out  of  a  buckskin.  He  poured  them  out 
in  a  pile  on  a  rock  and  then  counted  them.  The  old  chief  stood 
there  till  he  got  through  counting ;  then  he  swept  them  all  up  into 
a  bag  he  took  from  around  his  neck. 

"Brother,"  he  said,  "the  woman  is  yours." 

Mad  Dog  had  left  the  fire  and  was  coming  towards  me.  I  ran 
over  and  caught  hold  of  the  old  chief's  arm.  I  called  him  by  his 
Indian  name. 

"Kagahye-liske,  do  not  give  me  to  this  man.  He  has  killed  my 
children  and  burned  my  house." 

He  looked  down  at  me  and  it  was  like  he'd  never  seen  me 
before.  His  face,  not  painted,  was  as  cruel  as  the  Cherokee's,  the 
eyes  bloodshot  and  the  whole  face  swollen  from  the  meat  he  had 
eaten. 
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"The  war  whoop  drowns  sorrow,"  he  said.  "This  chief  is  my 
brother  and  a  mighty  warrior.  He  has  this  day  killed  three  white 
men." 

I  hung  on  to  his  arm.  "Keep  me  for  one  of  the  young  men  of 
your  village,"  I  said.  "The  Cherokee  are  old  women.  You  have 
said  so  and  you  have  promised.  You  have  promised  to  take  me 
with  you  wherever  you  go." 

He  shook  my  hands  off.  "A  promise,"  he  said,  "to  a  white 
coward !  Go  to  your  work." 

He  turned  around  like  he  was  going  to  leave  the  cave.  I  run 
after  him  and  caught  hold  of  his  knees,  but  he  broke  away.  Mad 
Dog  come  and  tied  me  up  tight  with  thongs  that  he  cut  from 
buffalo  hide,  and  then  they  both  went  on  up  to  the  barren  where 
the  other  Indians  was  still  screeching  and  stamping. 

The  screeching  and  stamping  went  on  far  into  the  night.  The 
fire  under  the  kettle  went  out  and  it  was  dark  except  for  a  little 
light  from  the  moon.  I  laid  there  on  the  floor,  listening  to  the 
Indians  and  thinking  about  how  it  would  be  when  Mad  Dog 
came  down  to  take  me  for  his  wife.  I  laid  there,  expecting  him  to 
come  any  minute,  but  the  singing  and  dancing  went  on  and  he 
didn't  come,  and  after  a  while  I  went  to  sleep. 

5 

The  white  boy  that  they  had  burned  came  to  me  while  I  was 
asleep.  He  came  carrying  a  lamp  that  was  made  from  the  bleached 
skull  of  a  sheep.  The  brain  hollow  was  filled  with  buffalo  fat  and 
there  was  a  wick  in  it  burning  bright.  He  came  walking  between 
the  trees  like  he  didn't  have  need  to  look  where  he  was  going. 
His  hair  was  light  like  I  had  seen  it  when  he  passed  me  there  on 
the  path,  but  it  was  long,  too,  like  Tice  Harman's.  His  eyes  were 
the  same  eyes  that  had  looked  at  me  there  on  the  path. 

I  said  to  him  what  I  had  said  there.  "I  couldn't  do  nothing," 
I  said.  "There  wasn?t  nothing  I  could  do." 

He  didn't  speak — only  made  signs  for  me  to  follow  him.  I  got 
up  and  walked  after  him.  The  rawhide  thongs  were  still  on  me 
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but  they  didn't  bind  any  more  and  I  moved  as  easy  and  as  light 
as  he  did.  He  went  down  by  the  falls  and  clomb  up  over  the  hill 
to  where  the  elm  tree  stood  that  had  the  big  rattlesnake  painted 
on  it.  He  walked  past  the  elm  tree  and  struck  out  through  the 
black  pines  that  were  all  over  that  ridge.  Sometimes  he  would  go 
so  fast  that  I  couldn't  keep  up  with  him,  and  then  I  would  stand 
still  and  after  a  while  I  would  see  the  light  flickering  through  the 
trees  and  I  would  go  on  to  where  he  was  waiting  for  me.  We  went 
on  through  the  pine  woods  and  started  down  the  side  of  the  ridge. 
I  heard  water  running  somewhere  far  down  below.  I  thought  that 
would  be  Mudiick  Creek,  but  when  I  got  to  it  it  was  a  branch  I'd 
never  seen  before.  We  crossed  it  and  went  on  up  a  path  through 
a  clearing.  There  were  little  shrubs  all  around  like  the  ones  up  on 
the  barren,  and  in  the  middle  of  them  was  a  house.  It  was  my 
house  and  yet  it  wasn't.  White  all  over  and  the  walls  so  thin  you 
could  see  the  light  from  the  lamp  shining  through  the  logs. 

People  were  walking  around  in  the  yard  and  sitting  on  the 
doorstep.  They  moved  to  let  me  go  through  the  door,  but  they 
didn't  speak  to  me  and  I  didn't  speak  to  them. 

The  men  that  were  sitting  in  front  of  the  fire  playing  draughts 
didn't  even  look  up  when  I  came  in.  I  went  over  to  the  hearth 
and  tried  to  dry  out  my  clothes.  I  stood  there  holding  out  my 
hands  but  no  heat  came.  I  looked  at  the  logs  and  they  were  white 
like  the  timbers  of  the  house,  and  the  same  light  came  from  them. 
I  saw  that  the  men  playing  didn't  have  a  lamp  and  yet  there  was 
light  all  around  them. 

People  kept  walking  in  and  out  of  the  cabin,  men  and  women 
and  little  children.  I  would  go  up  to  them  and  look  in  their  faces, 
but  there  wasn't  anybody  there  I  knew.  I  walked  round  and 
round  the  room.  Every  now  and  then  the  people  would  move  out 
of  the  way  and  I  would  catch  sight  of  the  walls.  White,  with 
patches  of  green  on  them.  I  put  my  hand  up  and  felt  one  of  the 
logs.  It  was  round  and  cold  to  the  touch.  No  log  at  all,  but 
bleached  bone.  I  knew  then  that  all  the  house  was  bone,  the  floor 
and  the  walls  and  the  chimney,  even  the  table  that  the  men  were 
playing  on,  all  made  from  the  big  bone,  down  at  the  lick. 
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One  of  the  men  at  the  table  stretched  his  arm  out  and  pulled 
me  over  to  him.  He  had  on  a  beaver  cap  and  his  face  under  it  was 
pale  like  he'd  been  in  the  woods  a  long  time.  He  looked  at  me 
and  I  saw  it  was  Lance  Rayburn.  He  sang,  pulling  me  up  over  the 
arm  of  his  chair: 

"Oh  .  .  .  the  bell  cow,  kicking  up  her  heels, 
Call  the  little  gal  to  milk  her  in  the  pail  ..." 

Fiddling  started  up  somewhere  and  all  fell  to  dancing.  They 
danced  to  one  of  my  old  granny's  tunes : 

"There  was  an  old  lord  lived  in  a  northern  countree, 
Bowee  down,  bowee  down  ..." 

There  was  bowing  back  and  forth  and  balancing,  and  there 
were  figures  called,  but  wasn't  any  women  dancing.  I  would  see 
something  going  by  and  think  it  was  a  woman's  skirt,  but  when  I 
got  up  to  it  it  would  be  fur  or  feathers  dangling  from  a  belt  and 
all  the  faces  around  were  dark,  not  like  they  were  at  first. 

The  great  flames  went  leaping  up  the  chimney,  and  all  of  a 
sudden  I  knew  that  they  had  built  that  fire  to  burn  somebody  by. 
I  looked  around  for  the  one  they  were  going  to  burn  but  he  wasn't 
there.  I  said,  "They  will  burn  me  next,"  and  I  saw  what  they 
would  tie  me  to — the  rattlesnake  tree,  going  straight  up  from 
the  table  through  the  roof. 

I  went  to  the  door  and  I  saw  through  the  black  trunks  a  light 
flickering.  I  run  and  Mad  Dog  and  the  old  chief  were  after  me 
the  way  they  were  that  day  in  the  hollow.  I  thought,  "They  will 
kill  me  now  when  I  go  down,"  and  I  run  faster  and  then  they  were 
both  gone  away  and  I  was  walking  through  pine  woods,  the  light 
flickering  on  ahead  of  me. 

I  walked  on  and  come  to  a  creek  that  run  along  between  wide 
banks  of  cane.  The  light  shone  on  the  water  and  made  it  light  as 
mist.  I  stepped  in,  not  knowing  whether  it  was  water  or  mist,  and 
I  could  feel  it  coming  up  around  my  knees,  water  and  yet  not 
water.  I  moved  along  through  it  light  as  the  wind  till  I  come  to 
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where  the  creek  forked,  I  could  see  the  two  forks  and  the  white 
trunks  oc  the  sycamores  along  the  bank,  but  I  didn't  know  which 
way  to  go. 

The  light  was  all  around  me.  I  could  see  it  shining  on  the  reeds 
and  on  the  little  leaves  of  the  cane  and  on  the  water  where  it 
broke  on  the  rocks.  Behind  me  there  were  voices  talking. 

"Jinny  Wiley  .  .  .  Jinny  Wiley,  that  was  stolen  and  lived  with 
the  Indians  ..." 

And  then  it  was  the  old  chief  talking  to  the  new  moon : 

"The  white  people  .  .  .  The  white  people  are  all  over  the  land. 
The  beaver  makes  no  more  dams  and  the  buffalo  does  not  come 
to  the  lick.  And  bees  swarm  here  in  the  ancient  village.  Bees 
swarm  on  the  graves  of  our  fathers  ..." 

The  light  that  had  been  around  me  was  gone.  It  was  shining 
now  through  the  tree  trunks  down  a  fork  of  the  creek.  I  waded 
towards  it  through  the  light  water,  the  voices  following,  and  then 
they  were  gone  and  I  was  standing  at  the  foot  of  a  high  mountain. 
I  looked  up  and  saw  the  light  flickering  at  the  top  and  I  clomb 
towards  it,  pulling  myself  up  by  the  scrubs  and  holly  bushes. 

I  got  up  on  the  mountaintop  but  the  young  man  wasn't  there. 
I  walked  out  onto  the  edge  of  a  cliff  and  he  was  by  my  side.  He 
said,  "Look,  Jinny!"  and  the  flame  of  his  lamp  leaped  up  and 
lighted  the  whole  valley  and  I  looked  across  a  river  and  saw  a 
fort.  I  saw  the  roofs  of  the  houses  and  the  stockade  and  the  timber 
burned  back  over  the  rifle  range,  and  I  saw  men  and  women 
walking  around  inside  the  stockade. 

I  said,  "I'm  a-going  over  there,"  but  the  young  man  wasn't 
with  me  any  more,  and  the  dark  that  was  all  around  was  the 
inside  of  the  rockhouse. 


When  I  woke  up  the  next  morning  the  Indians  had  a  big  fire 
going  and  were  all  sitting  around  eating.  I  laid  there  and  made 
out  I  was  still  asleep.  They  had  found  trace  of  buffalo  down  at 
the  lick  and  were  making  ready  for  a  big  hunt.  I  thought  maybe 
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they  would  take  me  along  to  bring  in  the  game  the  way  they  did 
sometimes,  and  then  I  heard  Mad  Dog  say  they  would  leave  me 
tied  up  in  the  cave  till  they  got  ready  to  start  for  their  town. 

I  was  laying  with  my  face  turned  up  and  I  was  feared  they 
could  tell  by  my  eyes  that  I  wasn't  asleep.  I  give  a  kind  of  groan 
and  rolled  over  on  my  side.  I  laid  there  not  moving  while  the 
talking  went  on  all  around  me.  Once  footsteps  come  over  to  the 
corner  where  I  was  laying  and  I  heard  something  slap  down  on 
the  ground  right  by  me  but  I  didn't  give  any  sign  and  the  foot- 
steps went  away. 

I  laid  there  so  still  that  I  went  to  sleep  again  with  the  talking 
and  the  making  ready  for  the  hunt  still  going  on.  I  was  waked  up 
by  a  kind  of  roaring  sound.  At  first  I  thought  it  was  the  falls  and 
then  I  knew  the  falls  wouldn't  sound  that  loud.  I  opened  my  eyes. 
The  Indians  were  all  gone  and  there  was  a  big  storm  blowing  up. 

I  laid  there  watching  the  pine  tops  lash  back  and  forth  in  the 
wind,  and  the  dream  I'd  had  come  back  into  my  mind  as  plain 
as  if  it  was  something  that  had  happened.  I  thought  it  was  sent 
to  me  on  purpose  to  tell  me  that  now  was  the  chance  to  get  away. 
I  knew  that  if  the  Indians  come  back  with  any  game  that  night 
they'd  feast  high  again  and  were  more  than  likely  to  take  me  up 
on  the  barren  and  burn  me  like  they  done  that  boy. 

I  sat  up.  A  piece  of  meat  was  lying  on  the  floor  right  by  me. 
That  meant  that  the  Indians  would  be  all  gone  all  day  and  maybe 
another  day.  If  I  could  only  get  free  of  the  thongs  I  might  get  a 
long  way  ofT  before  they  knew  I  was  gone. 

There  was  a  knife  stuck  in  a  crack  of  the  rock  where  they  laid 
the  meat.  If  I  could  only  get  hold  of  that !  I  rolled  over  and  over 
till  I  got  to  the  rock  and  managed  to  get  up  on  my  knees,  though 
the  thongs  cut  into  me  bad.  I  could  see  the  handle  of  the  knife 
sticking  up  out  of  the  crack  and  I  laid  my  face  down  flat  on  the 
rock  and  tried  to  catch  hold  of  it  with  my  teeth.  But  it  was  too 
far  down  and  all  I  did  was  get  my  mouth  full  of  grit  and  sand.  I 
gave  up  and  laid  down  again.  The  wind  wasn't  as  high  as  it  had 
been,  but  the  rain  was  coming  down  hard.  It  blew  way  back  into 
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the  cave.  I  laid  there  with  the  big  drops  spattering  in  my  face  and 
a  thought  came  to  me.  I  rolled  over  to  where  the  rain  was  pouring 
down  off  the  roof  and  I  laid  there  till  I  was  soaked  through.  All 
the  time  I  kept  straining  at  the  thongs  and  I  could  feel  them  giving 
a  little,  the  way  leather  does  when  it's  wet.  I  kept  on,  getting 
them  looser  and  looser  till  finally  I  worked  my  way  out  of  them 
and  stood  up  free. 

I  listened  and  I  couldn't  hear  anything  but  the  roaring  of  the 
wind  and  the  beating  of  the  rain  on  the  ledge.  I  tiptoed  to  the  end 
of  the  cave  and  looked  down  the  path.  But  I  couldn't  see  any 
sign  of  living  creature.  I  dug  the  knife  out  from  between  the  rocks 
and  I  took  the  piece  of  cooked  meat  and  a  little  kettle  that  the  old 
chief  had  left  laying  around,  and  went  off  out  of  the  other  end 
of  the  cave  and  along  the  cliffside. 

I  kept  to  the  path  a  little  way  and  then  I  struck  off  through  the 
trees  down  the  hillside.  The  ground  was  wet  and  slid  from  under 
my  feet  in  big  chunks.  I  caught  on  to  the  trees  all  the  way  to  keep 
myself  from  falling.  When  I  got  to  the  bottom  I  could  look  back 
and  see  where  I'd  come,  as  plain  as  if  I'd  blazed  a  trail.  I  knew 
I'd  have  to  strike  water.  I  run  in  among  some  pines  and  come  to 
a  wet  weather  branch.  I  waded  right  in.  It  was  swift  water  and 
full  of  holes.  I  would  step  in  one  every  now  and  then  and  go 
down,  but  I  kept  on  as  fast  as  I  could.  I  felt  all  the  time  like  the 
Indians  were  after  me.  I  knew  they  had  gone  south  towards  the 
salt  lick  and  I  knew  the  whole  cliffside  and  the  barren  was  between 
me  and  them,  but  all  the  time  I  felt  like  they  were  right  behind 
me.  When  I  looked  over  my  shoulder  the  top  boughs  of  the  rattle- 
snake tree  showed  from  the  barren.  I  was  glad  when  I  rounded  a 
bend  and  it  was  out  of  sight. 

When  I  come  out  to  where  the  branch  flowed  into  the  creek  I 
didn't  know  which  way  to  go,  and  then  I  thought  that  in  my 
dream  I  was  following  water  and  I  struck  right  down  the  stream. 
It  was  harder  going  here  than  it  was  in  the  branch.  The  snows 
melting  hadifilled  all  the  dry  weather  branches,  and  muddy  water 
kept  running  in  till  you  couldn't  tell  anything  about  the  depth. 
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It  was  well  I  was  going  downstream,  but  even  then  the  current  was 
a  hindrance  to  me,  reaching  in  and  sweeping  me  off  my  feet 
sometimes  into  a  hole  that  I  would  have  a  time  getting  out  of. 
More  than  once  I  was  in  danger  of  drowning. 

I  kept  on  like  this  all  day.  When  it  was  drawing  towards  dark 
I  crawled  up  on  the  bank  under  some  cedars  and  I  laid  there  and 
I  ate  a  good-sized  piece  of  the  cooked  meat  I  had  brought  with 
me.  The  rain  had  fallen  off  to  a  light  drizzle  and  there  was  some 
color  in  the  sky,  sign  of  a  clear  day  tomorrow.  There  was  a  flight 
of  little  birds  over  the  water  and  then  round  and  round  the  tops 
of  the  cedars.  Some  of  them  lit  in  the  boughs  of  the  tree  I  was 
laying  under.  I  could  hear  them  flying  in  and  out  and  the  quick 
cries  and  then  the  twittering  as  they  settled  down  to  roost.  It  was 
dark  under  the  trees  but  the  streak  of  light  stayed  on  the  water.  I 
laid  here  and  watched  it  fade  and  I  wished  I  could  stay  there 
where  the  cedar  boughs  were  like  a  little  house.  I  wished  I  could 
stay  there  and  not  run  any  more.  I  thought  I  would  maybe  sleep 
a  few  minutes  and  then  I  could  go  on  faster.  But  when  I  shut  my 
eyes  I  would  think  I  heard  the  Indians  coming  through  the  trees 
and  after  a  little  I  got  up  and  went  on  again. 

I  tried  wading  some  more  but  I  couldn't  make  it  in  the  pitch 
dark.  I  got  up  on  the  bank  of  the  creek  and  pushed  my  way 
through  the  bushes  as  best  I  could.  Sometimes  the  undergrowth 
would  be  so  thick  I  couldn't  make  it,  and  then  I  would  have  to 
get  down  in  the  water  again.  All  the  way  I  was  worrying  about 
losing  time  following  the  bending  and  twisting  of  the  creek,  and 
then  I  would  think  that  was  the  only  sure  way  to  get  out  of  the 
hill  country  and  I  had  best  stick  to  water,  spite  of  all  the  bending. 

Sometime  during  the  night  I  lost  my  way  from  the  creek  and 
wandered  in  the  pitch  dark  into  a  marsh  that  was  all  along  the 
creek  bottom.  More  like  a  bog  it  was.  I  couldn't  seem  to  get  out 
of  it  no  matter  what  I  did.  I  stood  there  bogged  to  the  knees  and 
couldn't  even  hear  the  creek  running — nothing  but  the  wind 
soughing  in  the  trees.  And  I  thought  what  a  lone  place  it  was  and 
if  I  came  on  quicksand,  as  was  more  than  likely,  I  could  go  down 
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and  even  my  bones  never  be  found.  And  I  thought  of  how  Lance 
Rayburn's  bones  might  have  been  laying  all  this  time  in  some 
hollow  of  the  mountain  and  nothing  maybe  but  squirrels  or  deer 
ever  going  near  the  place,  and  it  seemed  to  me  I  might  better  have 
stayed  with  the  Indians.  But  I  knew  it  wouldn't  be  any  use  going 
back  now.  They  would  put  the  fire  to  me  sure. 

I  stood  there  and  I  heard  some  wild  thing  passing.  Pit  pat  pit 
pat  it  went ;  feet  falling  on  dry  ground.  I  pulled  out  of  the  muck 
and  made  towards  the  sound,  and  a  deer  or  something  broke 
through  the  thicket  and  went  off  through  the  woods. 

I  followed  and  come  out  on  high  ground,  a  slope  covered  with 
pine  needles.  I  threw  myself  down  flat  on  my  face.  I  must  have 
gone  off  to  sleep.  When  I  come  to  myself  light  was  growing 
through  the  trees,  and  all  around  me  I  could  hear  twigs  snapping 
and  little  rustlings.  I  got  up  quick,  thinking  it  was  the  Indians 
coming,  and  then  I  felt  foolish,  knowing  it  was  only  game  stirring 
at  break  of  day.  I  saw  two  deer  go  by,  moving  slow  over  the 
brown  pine  needles.  The  air  was  so  still  they  didn't  get  a  whiff  of 
me  until  they  were  out  of  the  thicket.  The  buck  wheeled  so  quick 
he  almost  knocked  the  doe  over,  and  then  they  were  both  clat- 
tering off  over  the  hill. 

I  went  down  to  the  creek  bank  and  washed  my  face  and  let 
the  water  run  over  my  wrists  where  they  were  scratched  by  the 
branches.  I  ate  the  last  of  my  meat  sitting  there  on  a  rock.  When 
I  got  ready  to  go  I  found  out  that  one  of  my  strings  of  jerked  meat 
had  slipped  off  during  the  night.  I  couldn't  hardly  believe  it  at 
first.  I  stood  up  and  felt  all  over  my  clothes  time  and  again  but 
it  warn't  there. 

"Well,"  I  said,  "it's  gone  and  they  ain't  no  use  crying  over  it, 
but  I  wish  to  God  it'd  a  been  the  little  piece." 

I  got  in  the  water  and  started  wading  again.  The  creek  was 
shallow  for  about  half  a  mile  and  then  it  run  into  a  bigger  creek. 
The  two  of  them  run  on  before  me  and  I  didn't  know  which  way 
to  go.  I  stood  there  looking.  The  sun  was  up  and  it  shone  on  the 
water.  I  watched  the  riffles  break  on  the  black  rocks  where  the 
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sun  caught  them,  and  the  place  was  not  the  same  place  I  had  seen 
in  the  dream  and  yet  it  was  the  same  because  of  the  light  that 
was  over  everything. 

I  remembered  the  way  I  took  in  the  dream.  "Left  I'll  go,"  I 
said,  "like  it  was  in  the  dream,  and  if  it  don't  turn  out  right  it's 
no  fault  of  mine." 

I  went  on,  wading  half  the  time.  All  that  day  I  was  thinking 
about  something  to  eat.  Seems  like  everything  good  I  ever  had  to 
eat  in  my  life  come  back  to  torment  me  that  day.  The  smell  of 
herring,  cooking,  bothered  me  most.  I  would  see  myself,  a  chap, 
back  in  the  Roanoke  country,  broiling  herrings  over  the  coals  the 
way  children  did  when  their  mammy  wouldn't  give  them  anything 
else  to  eat  between  meals.  I  would  go  over  it  all,  time  and  again, 
the  herrings  hanging  in  rows  in  the  smokehouse,  like  tobacco  in 
a  barn,  and  us  climbing  up  on  a  slab  of  wood  to  get  at  them. 

"Three,"  Dinny,  that's  my  oldest  brother,  'd  say  every  time. 
"Three.  You  might  as  well  get  one  apiece  while  you're  at  it." 

I  thought,  too,  about  people  wasting  things,  of  a  woman  I  knew 
used  to  give  all  her  buttermilk  to  her  pig,  and  I  thought  how  it 
was  shameful  to  have  no  mind  for  them  that  might  be  starving. 
And  I  thought  how  if  I  could  have  that  pig's  dinner  one  time,  or 
even  a  moldy  piece  of  bread,  the  kind  I'd  thrown  away  many  a 
time  as  not  good  enough  for  the  dogs.  And  yet  I'd  been  as  waste- 
ful as  any  of  them  in  my  day — worse,  even,  with  game.  I  used  to 
go  hunting  just  for  the  fun  of  it.  Seemed  like  there  warn't  nothing 
I  liked  better  than  sighting  down  a  rifle.  Warn't  none  of  the 
Sellards  or  Damron  boys  a  better  shot  than  I  was,  and  I  could 
throw  a  knife  with  the  best  of  them.  That  time  John  and  Dick 
and  me  and  the  two  Damrons  went  to  Sinking  Fork  on  a  big  hunt 
I  shot  eighteen  wild  gobblers,  and  when  we  loaded  up  and  there 
were  more'n  we  could  carry  it  was  me  that,  said  to  leave  them 
laying,  that  there  warn't  no  use  in  breaking  yourself  down  and 
the  woods  full  of  gobblers.  I  thought  about  them  gobblers  more'n 
once  that  day  and,  Lord,  how  I  wished  I  could  git  my  hands  on  a 
rifle  butt  just  one  more  time. 
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I  threw  my  knife  once  or  twice  at  some  small  game,  mostly 
rabbits,  but  it  was  a  rusty  old  thing  and  not  fitted  to  the  hand  the 
way  a  knife  has  to  be  to  turn  proper.  One  rabbit  that  I  hit  square 
in  the  middle  got  up  and  skittered  off  like  nothing  had  happened, 
and  I  saw  then  it  was  a  waste  of  time  to  throw  at  them. 

Late  that  evening  I  come  on  some  forward  wild  greens  in  a 
sheltered  place  on  the  creek  bank.  I  went  down  on  my  knees  and 
gathered  every  shoot.  I  found  some  punk  and  went  up  to  a  rock- 
house  on  the  side  of  the  hill  and  built  a  little  fire  way  in  under 
the  ledge  the  way  I'd  seen  the  Indians  do.  I  knew  it  was  craziness 
to  build  a  fire,  but  it  might  be  days  before  I'd  come  on  any  wild 
greens  again.  "I'll  eat,"  I  said,  "varmints  or  no  varmints." 

I  put  my  greens  on  to  boil  in  the  little  kettle  with  a  piece  of  • 
the  jerked  meat  and  sat  there,  thinking  about  how  Indians  would 
go  up  on  a  cliff  to  sight  over  the  country  and  how  the  least  little 
smoke  curling  up  would  be  a  sign  to  them.  Once  I  was  on  the 
point  of  putting  the  fire  out  but  I  couldn't  bring  myself  to  do  it. 
I  feared  to  feed  it  much  and  yet  I'd  catch  myself  putting  dead 
twigs  to  it.  It  was  a  long  time  before  the  bubbles  started  rising  up 
in  that  little  old  kettle.  I  sat  there  rocking  on  my  heels  and  talking 
to  them. 

"Boil,"  I  said,  "boil.  God's  sake,  can't  you  boil  no  faster'n  that? 
And  me  setting  here  starving." 

I  ate  up  every  mite  of  the  greens  and  drank  the  pot  liqUor  and 
licked  the  kettle  and  then  I  put  out  down  the  hill  as  fast  as  I  could. 
I  could  feel  my  stomach  tight  under  my  waistband  and  strength 
coming  up  in  me  from  the  vittles  and  I  run  faster  than  I'd  ever 
run  before.  It  was  dark  under  the  trees  but  there  was  still  light 
down  the  water  courses.  I  thought  how  in  some  cleared  place  or 
in  a  town  it  wouldn't  be  dark  for  two  or  three  hours  yet  and  I 
saw  myself  in  such  a  place,  moving  around  and  talking  to  people 
but  staying  always  in  the  light.  And  I  said  to  myself,  if  I  ever 
got  into  such  a  cleared  place  again  it'd  be  hard  to  get  me  to  set 
foot  in  the  woods. 

The  creek  I  was  following  was  a  master  tumbler.  Straight  down 
it  went  over  big  rocks  and  the  water  white  everywhere  with  its 
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dashing.  Once  I  thought  I  would  leave  it  and  strike  out  through 
the  woods  again,  and  then  I  thought  falling  water' d  take  me  out 
of  the  hills  quicker'n  anything  else  and  I'd  best  stick  to  it  long  as 
I  could. 

I  went  on  and  then  all  of  a  sudden  I  come  upon  something 
that  froze  my  guts  cold :  the  print  of  a  foot  by  the  water.  I  knew 
it  would  be  a  moccasin  but  I  stooped  down  and  looked  at  it  good. 
I  told  myself  it  might  be  a  white  man — might  be  a  hunter  wear- 
ing moccasins  like  most  of  'em  did ;  but  I  went  on  a  little  way 
and  there  were  three,  four  footprints  in  some  wet  sand  and  all  of 
them  were  moccasins.  I  thought  then  the  game  was  up  or  would 
be  directly,  but  I  run  on.  I  run  on.  I  couldn't  think  of  anything 
else  to  do. 

It  was  still  light  when  I  come  out  on  a  big  rock  by  some  little 
falls.  I  stood  there  looking  and  I  couldn't  believe  my  eyes.  A 
broad  river  ran  there  before  me  with  clearings  here  and  there  on 
the  bank  and,  right  across  from  the  rock  I  was  standing  on,  a  fort : 
a  blockhouse  with  a  stockade  fence  around  it  and  the  timber 
burned  back  over  the  rifle  range. 

I  got  off  the  rock  and  run  down  towards  the  water.  A  woman 
and  some  children  were  walking  along  outside  the  stockade.  I 
called  to  the  woman.  She  give  one  look  at  me  and  turned  and  run 
inside  the  fort,  the  children  after  her.  I  saw  the  gate  swing  to 
behind  them  and  I  knew  they  had  shot  the  bolt. 

I  tore  off  my  petticoat  and  waved  it  over  my  head  and  yelled 
loud  as  I  could: 

"Let  me  in !  Let  me  in,  I  tell  you !" 

I  could  see  heads  at  the  upper  story  and  one  somebody  stand- 
ing up  on  a  stump  to  look  over  the  stockade.  But  nobody  an- 
swered and  there  wasn't  no  sign  of  the  gate  opening. 

I  looked  over  my  shoulder.  The  woods  were  dark  behind  me 
and  there  wasn't  any  signs  of  Indians,  but  I  knew  they'd  be  com- 
ing any  minute.  I  felt  like  I  knew  the  place  in  the  woods  they 
were  at  now.  I  saw  them  trotting,  trotting  through  the  trees,  one 
after  another,  the  way  they  went. 

I  thought,  "I'll  have  to  do  something  quick  or  they'll  get  me 
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sure,  after  all  my  trouble."  I  started  in  to  swim  it  but  I  couldn't 
make  headway  against  that  current.  I  saw  I  would  be  drowning 
in  a  minute,  and  I  swum  hard  and  got  back  to  shallow  water. 
It  come  to  me  then  that  the  folks  in  the  fort  didn't  know  who  I 
was.  I  stood  up  in  the  water  and  yelled,  loud  as  I  could : 

"I'm  Jinny  Wiley  .   .   .  Jinny  Wiley  that  the  Indians  stole." 

The  echo  come  back  to  me  from  the  woods,  but  there  wasn't 
any  sound  from  the  fort.  Then  the  gate  opened  a  little  way  and 
an  old  man  come  out  with  a  gun  in  his  hand.  He  stood  there 
looking  at  me  and  he  turned  around  and  said  something  to  the 
folks  in  the  fort  and  then  he  started  down  the  path.  I  watched 
him  coming  down  over  the  rifle  range,  an  old  man,  gray-haired 
and  feeble  enough  to  a  been  my  grandsire.  I  shouted  at  him. 

"You  can't  do  it.  Send  some  young  body  over." 

He  stood  on  the  bank  and  shouted  back  at  me,  his  old  voice 
quavering  across  the  water: 

"Where'd  you  come  from?" 

I  jumped  up  and  down  and  shrieked,  top  of  my  voice : 

"God's  sakes,  man,  you  going  to  let  me  die  right  here  before 
your  eyes?  I'm  white!  White,  I  tell  you!" 

"All  of  'em's  gone  but  me,"  he  said,  "and  they  ain't  no  canoe." 

"Make  a  raft,"  I  told  him. 

He  nodded  his  head  up  and  down.  I  could  see  his  old  gray 
beard  a-shaking.  "You  better  be  ready  to  swim  for  it,"  he  said. 
"I  don't  know  as  I  can  git  across." 

He  called  to  the  women  in  the  fort  and  they  come  and  brought 
an, axe.  There  was  a  dead  mulberry  tree  on  the  bank  and  they 
went  to  work  felling  it.  The  old  man  went  ofT  in  the  woods  and 
come  back  with  some  grapevine.  When  the  tree  fell  it  split  into 
three  logs  and  he  tied  them  together  with  a  grapevine  and  then 
he  and  the  women  rolled  them  down  to  the  water.  They  handed 
him  two  rifles  and  he  laid  them  on  the  raft  and  started  poling. 
The  current  caught  him  and  he  was  going  downstream.  Yelling 
had  started  behind  me  somewhere  in  the  woods.  The  Indians  were 
coming. 
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I  run  down  the  bank  till  I  got  even  with  the  raft  and  I  swum 
out  and  clomb  aboard.  The  old  man  poled  hard.  We  got  halfway 
out  in  the  river  and  then  the  vines  begun  to  come  loose  and  the 
raft  was  spreading  apart.  I  knelt  down  and  held  the  logs  together 
with  my  hands  the  best  I  could.  The  old  man  fell  down  on  his 
knees  and  started  praying. 

"  'Tain't  no  use,"  he  said ;  "we  can't  make  it." 

I  looked  over  my  shoulder.  The  Indians  were  swarming  down 
to  the  water.  I  knew  they'd  be  swimming  directly.  The  old  man 
was  still  praying.  I  took  the  pole  away  from  him. 

"Go  on  and  pray,  you  old  fool,"  I  said.  "I'm  a-going  to  git 
across  this  river." 

I  put  all  the  strength  I  had  into  it  and  we  made  some  headway. 
The  yelling  was  closer  now.  The  Indians  were  in  the  water.  A  shot 
rung  out.  I  hoped  to  God  one  of  'em  was  hit.  I  poled  harder  and 
I  saw  some  willow  boughs  ahead  of  me.  I  reached  out  and  grabbed 
hold  of  'em  and  we  pulled  ourselves  to  shore. 

We  went  up  over  the  rifle  range  fast  as  we  could.  I  looked  back 
once.  The  Indians  had  left  the  water  and  were  standing  on  the 
bank.  I  heard  Mad  Dog  calling: 

"Whoopee!  .  .  .  whoopee!  .   .  .  pretty  Jinny !" 

We  went  through  the  gate.  I  heard  the  bolt  shoot  home  and  I 
knew  I  was  inside  the  fort.  I  fell  down  on  the  ground  and  the 
women  and  children  come  crowding.  The  Indians  were  still  yell- 
ing. I  sat  up  arid  the  high  stockade  fence  was  all  around  me. 

"Lord  God,"  I  said,  "I  was  lucky  to  git  away  from  them 
Indians!" 
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.t  was  so  dark  in  the  ravine 
that  at  first  she  could  not  see  the  horses.  Then  her  eyes  grew 
accustomed  to  the  gloom.  She  caught  a  gleam  of  white  through 
the  branches.  She  worked  her  way  through  the  thicket  and  came 
upon  Bess  and  Old  Gray  tethered  to  the  ring  that  had  been  fixed 
in  the  trunk  of  a  big  pine.  But  the  mule  was  not  there. 

She  looked  at  the  broken  tether.  "Where's  Lightning?"  she 
asked. 

The  horses  pressed  up  to  her,  nudging  at  the  sack  that  was 
slung  over  her  shoulders.  She  took  hold  of  their  halters  and  led 
them  down  the  hill  to  the  branch  and  up  the  stream  to  a  place 
where  the  hazel  bushes  grew  higher  than  her  head.  She  let  them 
drink  their  fill,  then  left  them  tethered  to  a  little  Cottonwood, 
while  she  went  on  up  the  hill  to  look  for  the  mule. 

The  woods  were  thin  between  here  and  the  pike.  She  moved 
slowly,  keeping  a  tree  always  between  her  and  the  road.  At  the 
top  of  the  hill  she  climbed  up  on  a  stump  to  look  down  on  the 
pike.  There  was  a  cloud  of  dust  off  in  the  direction  of  Gordons- 
ville  but  she  could  not  see  any  soldiers  moving  along  the  road. 
She  could  remember  times — in  the  first  year  of  the  war,  just 
after  all  the  boys  had  gone  away — when  she  used  to  walk  in  the 
late  afternoons  up  to  the  top  of  this  hill  in  the  hope  that  some- 
body might  be  passing.  There  had  hardly  ever  been  anybody  then. 
Now  there  was  almost  always  something  moving  along  the  road 
— great,  lumbering  army  wagons,  regiments  of  infantry  march- 
ing, squads  of  cavalry  sweeping  by  in  clouds  of  dust. 

There  was  a  rustling  in  the  bushes  along  the  fence.  There  the 
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mule  stood,  looking  at  her.  He  ducked  his  head  when  he  saw  that 
she  was  looking  at  him,  and  moved  off  quickly.  She  got'  down  off 
the  stump,  clumsily,  in  her  home-made  shoes,  and  went  towards 
him,  holding  out  an  ear  of  corn.  "Cu-up  !  Cu-up  !■"  she  called  in  a 
whisper.  He  wheeled ;  his  little  hooves  clattered  against  the  rails. 
She  turned  and  walked  the  other  way,  holding  the  nubbin  of 
corn  behind  her  back.  When  she  felt  him  take  hold  of  it  she 
whirled  and  grasped  his  foretop.  The  nubbin  had  fallen  to  the 
ground.  She  stooped  and  retrieved  it  and  held  it  before  him  on 
her  open  palm.  "Lightning!"  she  said,  "Lightning!"  and  slipped 
her  arms  down  about  his  neck  and  closed  her  eyes  and  laid  her 
cheek  against  his  side. 

A  long  time  ago — winter  before  last — she  used  to  go  down  to 
the  stable  lot  early  after  breakfast  on  cold  mornings  and  finding 
him  standing  in  his  corner,  his  breath  steaming  in  the  frosty  air, 
she  would  cry  out  to  Uncle  Joe  that  her  little  mule  was  freezing 
and  put  her  arms  about  him  and  bury  her  facean  his  shaggy  hair. 
Uncle  Joe  would  laugh,  saying  that  that  mule  had  enough  hair 
to  keep  both  of  them  warm.  "Ain't  no  'count,  nohow." 

Once  Tom  Ladd  had  come  up  behind  them  without  their 
hearing  him.  "I  don't  believe  I'd  have  given  you  that  mule  if  I'd 
known  how  you  were  going  to  raise  him,"  he  said.  "You  can't 
get  him  back  now,"  she  had  told  him.  "I'm  raising  him  to  be  the 
no  'countest  mule  in  the  country." 

He  laughed.  They  walked  in  silence  over  the  lightly  frozen 
ground  up  to  the  house.  He  had  what  her  father  called  "the  gift 
of  silence."  But  sometimes,  sitting  in  company,  you  would  look 
up  and  find  him  watching  you  and  it  would  seem  that  he  had  just 
said  something  or  was  about  to  say  something.  But  what  it  was 
she  never  knew.  And  it  might  be  that  he  never  had  any  particu- 
larity for  her.  It  might  be  that  he  noticed  her  more  than  the 
other  girls  only  because  she  had  the  mule  for  a  pet.  He  liked  all 
animals. 

She,  too,  had  always  been  over-fond  of  animals.  When  she  was 
a  little  girl  and  Uncle  Joe  would  bring  a  team  in  to  plough  the 
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garden  in  the  spring,  she  would  look  at  the  mules  standing  with 
their  heads  hung,  their  great,  dark  eyes  fixing  nothing,  and  she 
would  think  how,  like  Negroes,  they  were  born  into  the  world  for 
nothing  but  labor,  and  her  heart  would  seem  to  break  in  her 
bosom  and  she  would  run  barefoot  down  the  rows  and  when 
Uncle  Joe  cracked  his  whip  she  would  clutch  his  elbow,  shrieking, 
"You,  Uncle  Joe.  Don't  you  hit  that  mule !"  until  the  old  man 
would  leave  his  team  standing  and  going  to  the  window  where  her 
mother  sat,  sewing,  would  ask  her  to  please  make  Miss  Barbara 
come  in  the  house. 

When  she  became  a  young  lady  it  had  tickled  her  fancy  to 
have  a  mule  for  a  pet.  Lightning,  nosing  unreproved  at  the  kitchen 
door  or  walking  across  the  flower  beds,  seemed,  somehow,  to  make 
up  for  the  pangs  she  had  suffered  as  a  child.  But  even  then,  in 
those  far-off  days,  when  her  father  was  still  alive  and  the  servants 
were  all  still  on  the  place  and  you  had  only  to  call  from  the 
upper  gallery  to  have  somebody  come  and  lead  him  back  to  the 
pasture  when  he  trespassed — even  then  in  those  days  that  were 
so  hard  to  remember  now,  he  had  been  a  trouble  and  a  care. 

He  was  old  Lightfoot's  colt.  Lightfoot  had  gone  blind  in  her 
last  days.  Tom  Ladd  had  turned  her  over  to  Jake  Robinson  to 
take  care  of.  Jake  had  taken  good  care  of  her  but  he  could  not 
resist  the  temptation  to  get  one  more  colt  out  of  her.  Tom  had 
some  business  with  her  father  and  had  been  spending  the  night 
at  their  house.  A  Negro  boy  brought  word  from  Jake  that  Light- 
foot  had  foaled  in  the  night.  They  were  at  breakfast.  Her  mother 
had  just  asked  her  to  go  to  the  kitchen  to  get  some  hot  bread.  Tom 
Ladd  said,  "Miss  Barbara,  how'd  you  like  to  have  one  of  Light- 
foot's  colts?"  She  was  so  taken  aback  that  she  did  not  answer. 
She  came  back  with  the  biscuits  and  sat  down  and  would  have  let 
what  he  had  said  pass  unnoticed.  But  he  looked  at  her  as  she 
came  in  and  he  spoke  again.  "It'll  be  her  last  colt." 

Tom  Ladd  came  to  their  house  two  or  three  times  a  week.  A 
bed  was  kept  ready  for  him  in  the  office  whenever  he  cared  to 
spend  the  night.  But  he  had  never  danced  with  her  or  with  her 
sister  and  if  he  sat  on  the  porch  with  them  in  the  evenings  it  was 
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to  talk  with  her  father  about  the  crops  or  the  stock.  Tom  Ladd 
loved  horses  better  than  people,  her  mother  said,  and  he  loved 
liquor  better  than  he  loved  horses.  Her  father  said  that  was  be- 
cause he  was  a  bachelor,  living  alone  in  that  big  house,  but  her 
mother  said  it  was  in  the  blood :  all  the  Ladds  drank  themselves 
to  death. 

She  had  felt  her  color  rising,  knowing  that  her  mother's  eyes 
were  upon  her.  But  it  was  no  crime  to  love  horses  and  as  for 
liquor,  she  had  seen  her  father  sprawling  on  the  cellar  steps,  a  jug 
in  his  hand. 

She  said,  "I'll  have  to  see  the  colt  first,  Mr.  Ladd." 

Everybody  laughed  and  the  moment  passed.  After  breakfast 
they  drove  over  to  Robinsons'  to  see  the  new  colt.  Jake  was  sitting 
on  the  front  steps,  mending  some  harness.  He  did  not  quit  his 
work,  saying  only,  "I'll  be  out  there  in  a  minute,  Mister  Tom." 

They  walked  out  into  the  pasture.  The  mare  stood  at  the  far 
end,  beside  a  willow  sink.  They  could  see,  under  her  belly,  the 
long,  thin  legs  and  little,  wobbly  feet.  "Sorrel,"  Tom  Ladd  said. 
"Lightfoot  always  breeds  true,"  and  walked  around  the  mare's 
hind  quarters  and  stopped  and  swore  out  loud. 

Her  father  laughed  until  he  had  to  put  a  hand  on  her  shoul- 
der to  steady  himself.  "You  never  told  him  not  to  breed  her,"  he 
said,  wiping  his  eyes. 

"I  never  thought  he'd  breed  her  to  a  jackass  with  ears  as  long 
as  his,"  Tom  Ladd  said. 

The  colt  stopped  sucking  and  flung  his  head  up  and  stared  at 
them.  His  ears  were  so  long  that  they  looked  as  if  they  might  tip 
him  over.  He  had  eyes  as  large  and  dark  and  mournful  as  a  Negro 
baby's.  The  fawn  color  about  his  muzzle  gave  him  the  look  of  a 
little  clown.  She  put  her  arms  about  his  furry  rump  and  he 
kicked  feebly,  nuzzling  against  his  mother's  side. 

"Hush,"  she  said,  "you'll  hurt  his  feelings." 

It  was  a  year  later  that  Tom  Ladd  had  given  him  to  her,  after 
Jake  Robinson  had  had  to  give  up  trying  to  break  him. 

She  led  the  mule  down  the  hill.  The  horses  heard  them  coming 
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and  whinnied.  She  led  him  up  to  them,  so  close  that  they  could 
touch  noses.  Then  she  made  a  halter  out  of  the  broken  rope  and 
led  the  three  of  them  back  to  the  thicket.  The  old  mare  and  the 
horse  went  quietly  to  their  places  beside  the  big  pine  but  Light- 
ning kept  sidestepping  and  shaking  his  head.  She  led  him  off  a 
little  way  and  tied  him  to  another  tree  and  opened  the  sack  and 
gave  Bess  and  Gray  four  nubbins  apiece  and  the  clover  that  she 
had  gathered  in  the  orchard.  When  they  had  finished  eating  she 
tethered  them  again  and  mounted  Lightning  and  rode  him  down 
the  ravine. 

The  sun  had  set.  Here  in  the  thick  woods  it  was  dark.  But  she 
could  see  the  light  from  the  house,  shining  through  the  trees. 
They  did  not  use  the  path  at  all  now.  No  use  in  keeping  your 
horses  hid  off  in  the  woods  if  there  was  a  path  leading  to  them. 
But  it  was  hard,  riding  through  the  underbrush.  She  had  to  lie 
flat  on  the  mule's  back  to  keep  from  being  scraped  off. 

At  the  edge  of  the  wood  she  dismounted  and  was  about  to  open 
the  gate  when  a  sound  down  the  road  made  her  stop,  chain  in 
hand.  Somebody  was  walking  along  the  road,  whistling  softly. 
She  let  the  chain  fall  with  a  little  click  against  the  post  and  led 
Lightning  back  a  little  way  into  the  bushes.  The  sound  grew. 
The  man,  or  whoever  it  was,  walked  steadily,  whistling  as  he  came. 

She  pressed  close  against  the  mule,  her  arm  over  his  withers. 
He  stood  quietly  but  the  sound  of  his  breathing  seemed  to  fill  all 
the  thicket.  Light  from  the  house  fell  in  a  great  fan  across  the 
road.  A  man's  vizored  cap  and  the  knapsack  that  bulged  at  his 
shoulder  showed  black  against  it  for  a  second  and  then  he  passed 
on.  But  the  sound  of  his  whistling  was  all  around  her  still.  An  old 
tune  that  she  had  always  known : 

One  morning,  one  morning,  one  morning  in  May 
I  met  a  fair  lady  a-wending  her  way  .  .  . 

She  stood  there  until  the  sound  had  quite  died  away,  then,  lift- 
ing the  chain  with  infinite  care,  she  opened  the  gate  and  led  the 
mule  across  the  road  and  into  the  yard. 
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The  front  door  opened.  Her  sister  stood  on  the  porch.  "Bar- 
bara!" she  called. 

Barbara  did  not  answer.  After  a  little  Sophy  went  inside  and 
shut  the  door.  Barbara  drew  Lightning  swiftly  through  the  yard 
and  towards  the  stable.  Halfway  there  she  stopped.  The  stable 
wouldn't  do.  That  was  the  first  place  they  went.  Nor  the  hen- 
house, though  it  was  big  enough.  None  of  the  out-buildings  would 
do.  They  always  searched  out-buildings,  to  make  sure  they  didn't 
miss  anything.  They  would  search  an  out-building  when  they 
wouldn't  search  the  house  itself.  She  turned  back  into  the  yard 
and  ran  down  the  cellar  steps,  the  mule  lumbering  behind  her. 

He  came  down  the  last  two  steps  so  fast  that  he  ran  over  her. 
She  felt  the  impact  of  his  chest  between  her  shoulders  and  knew 
that  his  forefoot  had  grazed  her  ankle  before  she  went  sprawling 
down  in  the  dark.  She  lay  there  a  moment,  wondering  how  badly 
she  was  hurt,  then  got  to  her  feet  and  felt  her  way  to  where  he 
stood.  She  stroked  his  neck  and  talked  to  him  gently.  "Poor  little 
Lightning.  Him  have  a  hard  time.  Mammy  know  him  have  a 
hard  time." 

A  ray  of  light  struck  on  the  wall.  Sophy  stood  at  the  head  of 
the  steps,  a  lighted  lamp  in  her  hand.  She  peered  down  into  the 
cellar,  then  came  a  little  way  down  the  steps,  holding  the  lamp 
high  over  her  head. 

"Have  you  gone  distracted?"  she  asked. 

"Why  don't  you  see  after  the  stock?"  Barbara  asked  coldly. 
"He's  not  hurting  your  old  cellar." 

She  poured  what  corn  was  left  in  the  sack  out  upon  the  earthen 
floor,  fastened  the  cellar  doors  and  followed  Sophy  up  the  steps. 

Her  twelve-year-old  brother  sat  beside  the  stove,  whittling.  He 
looked  up  eagerly  as  she  came  in.  "You  going  to  keep  that  mule 
in  the  cellar,  Sister?  You  going  to  keep  him  in  there  all  the  time?" 

Barbara  sat  down  in  the  big  chair  by  the  window.  She  lifted 
her  skirt  to  examine  her  leg.  Blood  was  caked  on  her  shin  and  the 
flesh  of  the  ankle  was  bruised  and  discolored.  She  felt  her  lip 
trembling.  She  spoke  brusquely : 
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"I  saw  a  soldier  going  past  the  house  just  as  I  was  getting 
ready  to  cross  the  road." 

Sophy  did  not  seem  to  have  heard  her.  "Why  didn't  you  leave 
that  mule  out  in  the  hollow  ?"  she  asked. 

"He  slipped  his  halter,"  Barbara  said.  "I  had  to  walk  all  over 
the  woods  to  find  him." 

"It  would  have  been  a  good  thing  if  you  couldn't  find  him," 
Sophy  said. 

Barbara  looked  at  her  steadily.  "I'm  going  to  keep  him,"  she 
said.  "I  don't  care  what  you  say.  I'm  going  to  keep  him." 

Sophy,  compressing  her  lips,  did  not  answer.  Cummy  had  gone 
over  and  sat  down  at  the  kitchen  table,  where  they  always  ate 
nowadays.  "Aren't  we  going  to  have  any  supper?"  he  asked. 

Sophy  went  out  on  the  back  porch  and  returned  with  two  cov- 
ered dishes.  "There's  some  black-eyed  peas,"  she  said.  "And  Mrs. 
Thomas  sent  us  a  pat  of  butter.  I  thought  we  might  as  well  have 
it  while  it  was  fresh." 

She  bent  over  the  table,  arranging  knives  and  forks  and  plates. 
A  frail  woman  of  twenty-seven,  who  looked,  Barbara  thought 
suddenly,  at  least  thirty-five.  That  was  because  she  was  just  re- 
covering from  one  of  her  asthmatic  attacks.  No,  it  was  because 
she  was  so  thin.  She  had  never  noticed  until  tonight  how  sunken 
her  sister's  temples  were.  And  under  her  cheek  bones,  where  even 
as  a  young  girl  she  had  had  hollows,  were  deep  wells  of  shadow. 

"She  can't  stand  it,"  she  thought.  "She's  not  strong  like  me. 
She  can't  stand  it.  ...  I  ought  not  to  keep  him.  Those  nubbins 
I  gave  him  today.  I  could  have  taken  them  to  the  mill  and  had 
them  ground  into  meal." 

"There's  two  jars  of  preserves  left,"  she  said,  "a  jar  of  quince 
and  a  jar  of  peach." 

Cummy  was  up  from  the  table  and  halfway  down  the  cellar 
steps  before  she  had  stopped  speaking. 

Sophy  nodded.  "Might  as  well  have  them  now.  Preserves 
aren't  any  good  without  buttered  bread,  and  no  telling  when 
we'll  have  butter  again." 
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Barbara  did  not  answer.  She  was  looking  through  the  open 
door  into  the  hall.  "Isn't  that  somebody  on  the  porch?"  she 
asked. 

Cummy  half  rose  from  his  chair.  "You  sit  still,"  Barbara  said 
sharply. 

She  got  up  and  went  through  the  hall  towards  the  front  door. 
When  she  was  halfway  there  she  stopped.  "Who  is  it?"  she 
called. 

The  door  swung  slowly  open.  A  man  stepped  into  the  hall.  A 
tall,  red-faced  man  in  a  dark  cloak  and  cavalryman's  boots.  He 
looked  at  Barbara  a  moment  before  he  took  off  his  vizored  cap. 

"Good  evening,  Miss,"  he  said.  "This  the  way  to  Gordons- 
ville?" 

"Yes,"  Barbara  said  and  stepped  out  onto  the  porch.  "You 
keep  on  down  this  lane  till  you  hit  the  pike.  It  isn't  more  than  a 
quarter  of  a  mile." 

The  soldier  was  looking  back  through  the  hall  into  the  lighted 
kitchen.  "How  about  a  bite  of  supper?"  he  asked,  smiling  a  little. 

Barbara  moved  past  him  to  the  door.  She  put  her  hand  on  the. 
knob.  "I'm  sorry  but  we  haven't  got  a  thing." 

He  thrust  his  foot  swiftly  forward  just  before  the  door  closed. 
He  was  laughing.  "That's  too  bad,"  he  said  and  pushed  past  her 
into  the  kitchen. 

Sophy  got  up  slowly  from  her  chair.  Her  face  had  gone  dead 
white.  Her  mouth  was  open  and  then  it  shut,  quivering  like  a 
rabbit's.  She  was  always  like  that.  In  a  minute  she  would  be 
crying  and  telling  him  it  was  all  right,  the  way  she  did  last  spring 
when  the  soldiers  took  all  the  meat  out  of  the  smokehouse. 

Barbara  thought  of  that  time  and  her  right  hand  clenched  in 
the  folds  of  her  skirt.  She  put  the  other  hand  on  Sophy's  shoulder 
and  pointed  to  the  door.  "Go  on,"  she  said,  "you  go  on  and  take 
Cummy  with  you." 

The  soldier  had  sat  down  at  the  table  and,  pulling  the  dish  of 
peas  towards  him,  looked  up  at  her,  shaking  his  head  a  little.  "I'm 
mighty  sorry,"  he  said,  "but  I'm  so  hungry  I  could  eat  a  horse." 
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He  laughed.  "Horse  gave  out  on  me  'way  back  up  the  road.  I 
must  have  walked  ten  miles." 

Barbara  leaned  forward  until  her  face  was  on  a  level  with  his. 
A  vein  in  her  forehead  stood  out,  swollen  and  tinged  faintly  with 
purple.  She  spoke  through  clenched  teeth. 

"Aren't  you  ashamed  to  take  the  bread  out  of  the  mouths  of 
women  and  children?33 

The  soldier  stared.  He  seemed  about  to  rise  from  his  chair,  but 
he  sank  back,  shaking  his  head  again,  laughing.  After  a  moment 
he  spoke,  his  mouth  full  of  peas.  "Lady,  you  got  any  pie?" 

"We  haven't  got  anything,"  Barbara  said.  "There  isn't  any- 
thing left  on  this  place  worth  the  taking.  It  doesn't  make  any  dif- 
ference which  side  they're  on.  They  come  and  take  everything." 

The  soldier  nodded.  A  mischievous  light  came  in  his  eyes. 
"Those  damn  Rebs,"  he  said.  "You  turn  'em  loose  on  a  place  and 
they'll  strip  it." 

"Don't  you  say  'damn  Reb'  to  me !"  Barbara  cried. 

He  put  his  knife  and  fork  down  and  sat  looking  at  her.  His 
eyes  sparkled.  "Damn  Reb,"  he  said,  "Damn  Reb.  Damn  Reb. 
.  .  .  If  you  aren't  the  feistiest  Reb  I  ever  saw!" 

Barbara  left  the  room.  Sophy  and  Cummy  were  on  the  front 
porch.  She  walked  up  and  down  a  few  minutes,  then  went  into 
the  deserted  parlor  and  stood  before  que  of  the  darkened  windows. 
"I  wish  I  could  kill  him,"  she  said  aloud.  "God !  I  wish  I  could 
kiU  him." 

"Hush!"  came  a  fierce  whisper.  "Here  he  comes." 

The  soldier  stood  in  the  doorway.  "That  was  a  fine  dinner,"  he 
said.  He  made  a  little  bow.  "I'm  much  obliged  to  you." 

No  one  spoke.  He  lingered,  fastened  his  cloak.  He  was  hum- 
ming that  same  tune. 

One  morning,  one  morning,  one  morning  in  May 
I  met  a  fair  lady  a-wending  her  way  .  .  . 

"Very  much  obliged,"  he  said.  His  eyes  sought  Barbara's.  She 
did  not  answer,  staring  at  Sophy  who  had  moved  over  and  was 
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lighting  one  of  the  lamps  that  stood  on  the  mantel,  as  if,  Barbara 
thought,  they  had  come  in  here  to  entertain  a  welcome  guest. 
Sophy  finished  lighting  the  lamp  and  sat  down  on  the  old  love 
seat,  her  hands  folded  in  her  lap.  Gummy  had  slipped  into  the 
room  and  sat  down  beside  her.  On  the  mantel  the  lamp  burned 
steadily,  revealing  objects  unfamiliar  from  long  disuse :  the  walnut 
chairs,  upholstered  in  faded  red,  the  mute  piano,  the  damask  cur- 
tains. Their  mother  had  been  proud  of  her  parlor  when  all  those 
things  were  new.  The  soldier  was  looking  about  him  as  calmly 
as  if  he  had  been  invited  to  spend  the  evening  in  their  company. 
A  little  smile  played  about  the  corners  of  his  mouth.  He  walked 
over  to  a  what-not  in  the  corner.  Dresden  figurines  were  on  the 
top  shelf  and  on  the  shelf  below  a  hand-painted  Japanese  fan 
lay  among  a  pile  of  Indian  arrow  heads  that  Gummy  had  picked 
up  on  the  old  chipping  ground.  He  took  one  in  his  hand.  The  bits 
of  mica  embedded  in  the  flint  gleamed  as  he  turned  it  over  slowly. 
"We  get  'em  like  that  on  our  home  place,"  he  said  and  looked 
into  her  eyes  and  smiled.  "Up  in  Indiana."  He  laid  the  arrow 
head  down  and  picked  up  a  larger  flint.  "That's  not  for  an 
arrow,"  he  said.  "That's  a  sword.  A  ceremonial  sword.  My  grand- 
father knew  an  old  Indian  once  told  him  what  all  the  different 
kinds  were." 

He  spoke  in  a  low,  casual  tone,  as  if  to  somebody  who  stood 
beside  him,  somebody  who  was  listening  and  in  a  minute  would 
say  something  back.  But  there  was  not  anybody  here  who  would 
listen  to  anything  that  he  might  ever  say.  And  the  room  itself  was 
not  used  to  the  sound  of  human  voices.  There  had  not  been  any- 
body in  it  for  a  long  time,  not  since  that  night,  two  years  ago,  the 
night  of  Marie's  wedding.  They  had  pushed  the  chairs  back  and 
danced  till  dawn  broke  at  the  windows.  Gil  Lathrop  played  the 
fiddle.  Sometimes  he  sang  as  he  played : 

And  the  voice  that  I  heard  made  the  valleys  all  ring; 
It  was  fairer  than  the  music  when  the  nightingale  sings. 

The  soldier  was  humming  again.  That  song,  the  song  they  all 
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sang  that  night,  seemed  to  go  on  inside  him,  and  now  he  had  to 
have  something  to  listen  to  and  words  rang  out  in  the  still  room: 

And  if  ever  I  return  it  will  be  in  the  spring 

For  to  see  the  waters  flowing,  hear  the  nightingale  sing. 

He  had  a  clear  tenor  voice.  At  home,  among  his  own  people, 
he  would  be  the  one  to  sing  at  the  gatherings.  He  picked  up  the 
little,  bright-colored  fan.  Over  its  rim  his  eyes  sought  hers  again. 
"Now  which  one  of  you  ladies  does  this  belong  to?" 

For  to  see  the  waters  flowing,  hear  the  nightingale  sing.  .  .  .  But 
that  night  you  could  not  tell  who  was  singing:  the  song  was  on 
every  lip.  "Look!"  Ruth  Emory  said.  "There's  Tom  Ladd.  I 
never  saw  him  at  a  dance  before."  He  would  have  asked  me  to 
marry  him,  but  for  all  their  talk.  It  will  be  in  the  spring.  No,  I 
will  never  see  him  again.  There  are  some  men  do  not  come  home 
from  a  war.  If  the  music  could  only  have  gone  on  that  night  .  .  . 

The  man's  eyes  were  blue,  really,  not  gray.  Blue,  overlaid  with 
white,  like  frozen  water.  There  was  no  song  in  the  room  now. 
Black  pin-points  grew  in  his  eyes,  glinted  as  he  slowly  turned  his 
head.  "Now  what  was  that?"  he  asked. 

Barbara  whirled  and  stood  with  her  back  to  the  window,  her 
hands  locked  tight  in  front  of  her.  She  thought  at  first  that  she 
had  not  heard  anything,  that  it  was  only  the  blood  pounding  in 
her  ears.  Then  it  came  again,  the  slow  beat — beat  of  the  mule's 
hoof  against  the  brick  wall  of  the  cellar. 

She  left  the  window  and  walked  across  the  room.  As  she  passed 
the  fireplace  she  pushed  the  shovel  with  her  foot.  It  fell  to  the 
floor  with  a  clatter,  taking  the  tongs  with  it.  The  Yankee  picked 
them  up  and  stood  them  on  the  hearth.  He  looked  at  her,  his  eyes 
grave  and  speculative. 

"What  was  that?"  he  asked  again. 

She  took  a  step  towards  him.  "It's  my  brother,"  she  said.  "He's 
armed."  She  took  another  step.  "He'll  shoot  you." 

The  Yankee  laughed,  cocking  his  head  on  one  side.  "Now 
what  good  would  it  do  you  to  get  me  shot?" 
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He  walked  in  his  heavy  boots  out  into  the  hall  and  back  into 
the  kitchen.  They  followed  him.  He  lifted  the  lighted  lantern  that 
sat  on  the  table  and  beckoned  to  Cummy.  "Come  here,  Son.  I've 
got  an  errand  for  you." 

Cummy's  face  took  on  its  stubborn  look.  "I  don't  want  to  go 
down  there,"  he  said. 

Sophy  was  crying.  "Poor  little  motherless  boy.  Don't  make  him 
go." 

The  Yankee  put  his  arm  about  Cummy's  shoulders.  "You  come 
along  with  me,  Son.  Nothing's  going  to  hurt  you." 

He  opened  the  door  into  the  cellar  and,  holding  the  lantern, 
leaned  over  Cummy's  shoulder,  to  look  down  the  stairs.  He 
straightened  up,  laughing.  "That's  a  mighty  peculiar  brother 
you've  got  down  there,"  he  said. 

He  handed  the  lantern  to  Cummy.  "You  hold  on  to  that,  Son, 
and  don't  get  in  the  way  of  my  right  arm.  I  wouldn't  be  sur- 
prised if  you  had  another  brother  down  there." 

They  started  down  the  steps.  The  Yankee  walked  slowly,  a  step 
behind  Cummy,  his  arm  still  about  Cummy's  shoulder.  Barbara 
watched  them  until  they  were  halfway  down,  then  she  ran  out 
through  the  back  door  and  around  the  side  of  the  house. 

The  double  cellar  doors  were  still  closed  when  she  got  there, 
but  she  could  hear  the  Yankee  fumbling  with  the  bolt.  He  had 
pulled  it  out.  The  doors  slammed  back.  Lightning  came  slowly 
up  the  steps.  She  waited  until  his  head  and  shoulders  were  level 
with  the  ground  before  she  reached  up  and  caught  the  halter. 

"This  is  my  mule,"  she  said. 

Lightning  snorted  and  tossed  his  head.  The  whites  of  his  eyes 
showed.  His  ears  were  laid  back.  She  tugged  at  the  halter  again. 
"You  let  him  go,"  she  sobbed.  "You  better  let  him  go !" 

The  Yankee  raised  his  arm  and  pushed  her,  so  hard  that 
she  spun  away  from  him  to  fall  on  the  grass.  He  brought  Light- 
ning up  the  last  two  steps,  then  came  and  stood  over  her  while 
she  was  getting  to  her  feet.  His  hand  was  on  her  arm.  The  fingers 
pressed  it  for  a  moment,  the  firm,  friendly,  admonitory  pressure 


54  The  Forest  of  the  South 

a  man  might  give  your  arm — at  a  dance,  if  there  was  some  secret 
understanding  between  you  that  he  wanted  to  remind  you  of. 
"I  didn't  mean  to  hurt  you,"  he  said,  "but  you  oughtn't  to  have 
come  interfering.  Between  us  we  might  have  broken  that  mule's 
legs  on  those  steps." 

She  did  not  answer,  staring  past  him  at  the  mule  where  he 
stood  in  the  wash  of  light  from  the  window,  gazing  before  him 
out  of  great,  dark  eyes.  His  coat  and  his  little,  bristling  mane 
shone  red  in  the  light.  His  nostrils  were  ringed  with  palest  fawn 
color.  If  she  went  over  now  and  cupped  his  nose  in  her  hands, 
the  nostrils,  snuffing  gently  in  and  out,  would  beat  against  her 
palm  like  butterflies'  wings. 

She  looked  up  into  gray  eyes  that  sparkled  in  the  light.  The 
soldier  had  a  broad  mouth  that  slanted  a  little  to  one  side.  The 
blunt  lips  seemed  always  just  about  to  stretch  into  a  smile.  She 
looked  away,  thinking  how  you  could  set  your  thumbs  at  the 
corners  of  those  lips  and  rend  the  mouth  from  side  to  side  and 
then,  grasping  in  your  hands  the  head — the  head  that  you  had 
severed  from  the  body — you  would  beat  it  up  and  down  on  the 
boards  of  the  well  sweep  until  you  cast  it,  a  battered  bloody  pulp, 
into  those  grasses  that  sprang  up  there  beside  the  well. 

She  walked  over  and  sat  down  on  the  wooden  platform.  The 
planks  were  cool  and  wet.  She  gripped  them  hard  with  both 
hands.  The  man  was  still  there,  making  a  throat  latch  out  of  a 
piece  of  twine.  He  was  turning  around.  "You  haven't  got  a  bridle 
to  spare,  Bud?" 

Cummy  spoke  up  shrilly.  "You  better  not  take  that  mule.  I'm 
telling  you  now.  You  better  not  take  him.  Can't  anybody  do 
anything  with  him  but  Tom  Ladd  and  he's  joined  the  army." 

The  Yankee  had  thrown  a  leg  over  Lightning's  back  and  was 
sitting  there  looking  down  at  them.  "I'm  swapping  you  a  good 
mare  for  this  mule,"  he  said.  "She  gave  out  on  me  .  .  .  About 
three  miles  up  the  road  .  .  ." 

Lightning  had  stood  quiet  while  the  man  mounted  but  he 
reared  suddenly  and  plunged  forward,  his  small,  wicked  head 
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tucked  down,  his  ears  flat  on  his  neck.  And  now  he  plunged  on, 
turned  the  corner  into  the  lane  and  broke  into  a  mad  gallop. 
The  soldier's  voice  drifted  back  above  the  pounding  of  hooves. 
"I'd  be  glad  for  you  to  have  her  .  .  .  Lying  down  under  a  big 
oak  .  .  .  About  three  miles  up  the  road." 

Cummy  caught  hold  of  Barbara's  arm.  "Come  on,  Sister. 
Let's  go  see  if  we  can  find  that  mare." 

Barbara  did  not  move.  Cummy  waited  a  moment,  and  sat 
down  beside  her.  "One  thing,"  he  said,  "he  won't  ever  get 
Lightning  through  those  woods.  Lightning'll  rub  him  off  on  the 
branches." 

Barbara  had  been  sitting  with  her  head  lifted,  staring  off  into 
the  lane.  When  he  began  to  speak  again  she  raised  her  hand. 
"Hush!"  she  said  sharply  and  then:   "What's  that?" 

Cummy  jumped  to  his  feet.  "It's  that  Yankee,"  he  said.  "He's 
in  trouble." 

He  bounded  across  the  yard  and  through  the  open  gate. 
Barbara  followed  him.  It  was  black  dark  in  the  lane.  They  could 
not  see  their  hands  before  them.  There  was  no  sound  except  the 
thudding  of  their  own  feet  and  then  it  came  again,  the  cry 
which  rose  and  swelled  and  broke  finally  into  hideous  shrieks. 
Barbara  caught  up  with  Cummy  and  pulled  him  to  the  left. 
"It's  this  way,"  she  panted,  "over  in  the  woods." 

They  crashed  through  the  underbrush  and  came  out  in  a 
little  glade.  They  could  not  see  anything  at  first,  then  they  made 
out  the  white  trunk  of  a  sycamore  and  beside  it,  Lightning, 
stock  still  under  a  low  hanging  bough,  his  head  sharply  lifted, 
his  forefeet  planted  wide  apart.  The  dark  mass  between  his 
spread  legs  was  too  dense  for  shadow. 

Cummy  was  holding  on  to  Barbara's  hand.  "Somebody's 
coming,"  he  whispered. 

Barbara  did  not  look  around.  "It's  Sis  Sophy,"  she  said.  "She's 
bringing  the  lantern." 

She  stood  motionless.  The  long  rays  of  the  lantern  flickered 
across  the  tree  trunk  and  fell  on  the  soldier's  face,  on  the  place 
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where  his  eyes  had  been,  on  the  blood  that  oozed  from  the  torn 
mouth  onto  the  dead  leaves. 

Sophy  was  whimpering  softly.  The  lantern  shook  in  her  hand. 
"We'll  have  to  bury  him  .  .  .  We'll  have  to  get  somebody  to 
help  us  bury  him." 

Barbara's  eyes  came  away  from  the  dead  man  to  rest  on 
Sophy's  face.  "I'm  not  going  to  help  bury  him,"  she  said. 

She  walked  past  Sophy  to  where  the  mule  stood.  She  put  her 
hand  up  and  cupped  it  over  his  quivering  nostrils.  He  gave  a 
long  sigh  and  stepped  clear  of  the  body.  She  slid  her  arm  down 
to  rest  on  his  withers. 

"Come  on,"  she  said,  "let's  go  home." 
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ly  JLajor  Reilly  and  Lieuten- 
ant Munford  stood  on  the  upper  gallery  of  Villa  Rose  and 
watched  the  blowing  up  of  Clifton.  They  knew  the  time  it  was 
to  happen,  knew  the  hour,  even  the  minute.  An  orderly  had 
ridden  out  from  Natchez  that  morning  with  the  news.  A  fort 
was  to  be  built.  Its  line  would  cut  through  the  mansion  of 
Clifton.  The  house  and  its  gardens  were  to  be  blown  up  within 
the  hour. 

Major  Reilly  and  Lieutenant  Munford  were  in  the  major's 
office  at  Villa  Rose,  making  out  reports — there  had  been  a  brush 
with  Confederate  cavalry  over  near  Lake  St.  John  the  night 
before.  One  of  Reilly's  men  had  been  killed,  another  wounded. 
He  was  glad  to  be  back  at  this  old  house  with  the  rest  of  his 
squadron  safe. 

He  read  the  papers  the  orderly  brought.  When  the  soldier  had 
left  the  room  he  turned  to  John  Munford.  His  dark  mustache 
lifted  to  disclose  gleaming  teeth. 

"Mr.  Surget  of  Clifton  would  never  make  a  diplomat." 

John  Munford  turned  serious  blue  eyes  on  his  chief.  "A  dip- 
lomat?" 

The  major  leaned  back  in  his  chair.  "Mr.  Surget  of  Clifton 
has  given  a  series  of  dinners  for  Federal  officers.  But  he  has  never 
had  the  wit  to  invite  the  Chief  Engineer." 

John  Munford  said,  "Ah!"  and  tried  to  look  knowing.  But  he 
still  did  not  understand.  "Do  you  mean,  sir,  that  the  Chief  En- 
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gineer  is  going  to  blow  the  place  up  because  he  was  not  invited 
to  dinner?" 

"He  is  going  to  blow  it  clean  to  hell,"  the  major  said.  He 
looked  at  his  watch.  "In  about  three  minutes,  I  should  say.  Come 
on,  boy,  we  might  as  well  see  the  explosion." 

They  went  out  through  the  hall  and  up  the  winding  stairway 
into  an  upper  hall  and  then  up  another  short  flight  of  steps  and 
emerged  on  a  balcony.  John  Munford  had  stepped  out  on  this 
balcony  before  and  always  with  astonishment.  Villa  Rose,  a 
squat  house  built  in  the  old  manorial  style,  stood  on  a  hill  high 
for  that  part  of  the  country.  Below  them  on  the  right  lay  the 
Mississippi  and  four  or  five  miles  away  as  the  crow  flies  was  the 
town.  Munford's  eyes  sought  and  fpund  the  tall  spire  of  Saint 
Mary's  Cathedral,  white  in  the  morning  sun,  then  moved  on. 
There  was  the  river  again  and,  dark  against  it,  masses  of  green : 
the  famous  gardens  of  Clifton.  His  eye  roved  on.  More  white. 
That  would  be  the  columns  of  the  house  or  perhaps  of  one  of 
the  pavilions.  It  was  hard  to  tell  at  this  distance  just  where  the 
house  stood. 

He  summoned  up  the  picture  of  the  house  as  he  had  seen  it 
two  days  before  when  he  had  gone  in  to  town  with  a  message 
from  Major  Reilly.  The  Indiana  colonel  whom  he  was  seeking 
was  an  ardent  botanist.  He  had  been  told  to  look  for  him  in 
the  gardens  of  Clifton.  He  had  traversed  gravelled  walks,  be- 
tween box  hedges,  through  scented  arbors  and  at  last  had  found 
the  colonel  standing  with  Mr.  Surget  beside  a  great  star-shaped 
flower  bed.  There  had  been  an  expanse  of  placid  water  beyond 
them  with,  as  he  lived,  swans  floating  upon  it.  Returning  through 
a  vine-hung  pavilion  he  had  had  to  put  up  his  hand  to  brush 
away  masses  of  bloom.  He  had  made  a  mental  note  of  the  lake, 
of  the  swans,  of  the  oleanders  for  the  letter  he  wrote  home  each 
week. 

Major  Reilly  drew  in  his  breath  with  a  whistle.  "There  she 
goes!" 

A  great  column  of  smoke  rose  and  wavered  over  the  trees.  A 
few  seconds  later  they  heard  the  detonation.  It  jarred  the  earth 
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beneath  them  and  rattled  against  the  distant  woods.  Reilly  was 
turning  away.  John  Munford  followed  him  down  the  stairs.  In 
his  mind  was  a  dull  wonder.  The  flowers  and  the  fountains  he 
had  seen  two  days  before,  the  camellias,  the  cape  jessamines,  the 
late  roses,  the  marble  of  the  grottoes  and  the  pavilions — all  those 
shining,  rose-colored  things  had  vanished  in  that  plume  of  dull 
smoke ! 

In  the  hall  below,  the  two  men  faced  each  other  a  second, 
then  crossed  the  gallery  and  went  out  into  the  garden.  Major 
Reilly  was  breathing  hard  as  if  to  clear  his  lungs.  "A  great  pity, 
Munford.  As  handsome  a  gentleman's  estate  as  I've  seen,  here 
or  in  the  old  country."  He  had  found  his  cigars  at  last  and  was 
offering  Munford  one.  He  drew  on  his  cigar  and  suddenly  was 
himself  again.  He  remembered  an  engagement  in  town.  "I'll  let 
you  finish  up  those  requisitions  by  yourself,  boy.  You  can  man- 
age, eh?" 

John  said  that  he  could.  The  major  motioned  to  an  orderly 
to  bring  his  horse,  and  strode  towards  the  gate.  Halfway  there 
he  turned.  "You'd  better  look  in  on  the  old  lady.  See  if  she  wants 
anything." 

John  said,  "Yes,  sir,"  again.  After  the  major  had  ridden  off 
he  stood  there  a  few  minutes,  the  unlit  cigar  in  his  hand.  There 
was  an  acrid  smell  of  smoke  in  the  air  but  the  garden — this  gar- 
den in  which  he  stood — was  just  as  it  had  been  when  he  came 
out  on  the  gallery  into  the  fresh  morning  air  an  hour  ago.  The 
walks,  branching  out  from  the  gravelled,  circular  drive,  strag- 
gled off  into  dense  greenery.  The  greenery  was  starred  here  and 
there  with  the  pink  of  japonicas  and  off  to  the  right  a  low  hedge 
of  cape  jessamine  was  popcorn-white  with  bloom. 

His  thoughts  went  to  his  Connecticut  home.  He  had  had  a 
letter  that  morning  from  his  sister,  Eunice.  She  reported  that 
the  first  big  snow  of  the  winter  had  come  the  night  before.  She 
was  driving  in  to  Danbury  that  afternoon,  but  she  would  have 
to  go  by  sleigh,  and  over  the  winter  road.  Snow  was  drifted  five 
feet  deep  between  their  house  and  the  Robinsons'. 

A  humming  bird  was  hovering  over  a  vine  near  by.  Munford 
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watched  the  tiny  wings  which  never  for  a  second  stopped  their 
beating,  then  raised  his  eyes.  Everywhere  about  him  light  fell, 
on  glossy  green  leaves,  on  a  scarlet  flower,  on  the  scarlet  of  the 
bird's  breast.  The  fancy  came  to  him  that  this  light  might  have 
been  filtered  through  the  wings  of  birds,  so  shimmering  it  was, 
so  iridescent.  Off  towards  the  stables  some  men  were  shouting 
to  each  other  but  their  distant  voices  only  served  to  emphasize 
the  quiet  of  the  garden.  He  had  never  known  it  so  quiet  before. 
But  the  stillness  was  oppressive  and  the  landscape,  he  thought 
suddenly,  too  bright.  This  shining  air  held  a  menace. 

A  soldier  came  down  the  steps  and  made  off  towards  the 
stables.  Munford,  recalled  to  his  duty,  followed  the  man  around 
to  the  back  of  the  house.  A  wide  gallery  ran  the  length  of  the  ell. 
At  the  end  of  the  ell  up  a  short  flight  of  steps  there  was  a  little 
room.  It  had  been  the  overseer's  room,  originally.  Now  Mrs. 
Mazereau  and  her  daughter,  the  owners  of  the  house,  lived  in  it. 

In  the  shadow  of  one  of  the  columns  a  soldier  sat  in  a  low, 
split-bottomed  chair  picking  a  chicken.  Munford  paused  beside 
him  a  second  to  watch  how  deftly  he  was  pulling  the  pin  feathers 
out  from  the  wings.  A  good  forager,  Bill  Morehouse.  A  good  man 
at  everything.  Munford  wished  that  Morehouse  had  the  job 
of  looking  after  the  old  lady  instead  of  himself. 

He  went  up  the  short  flight  of  steps  and  knocked  at  the  door. 
There  was  the  sound  of  footsteps.  The  door  opened  a  little  way. 
He  put  the  palm  of  his  hand  against  it  and  pushed.  It  opened 
a  little  wider.  He  stepped  inside  the  room.  The  blinds  were 
drawn  and  the  air  was  oppressive  with  stale  odors.  A  young 
woman  confronted  him.  She  stood  erect  at  first,  then  shrank 
a  little  back.  Her  hands  came  up  in  front  of  her  face.  She  did 
not  speak. 

Impatience  and  embarrassment  made  his  voice  brusque.  He 
said:  "It  is  Lieutenant  Munford,  Miss  Mazereau.  Major  Reilly's 
compliments.  He  wants  to  know  how  your  mother  is  this 
morning." 

The  girl,  still  moving  backwards,  let  her  hands  drop  to  her 
sides.  "She  didn't  sleep,"  she  said  in  a  low  voice. 
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He  glanced  towards  the  closed  blinds.  "Perhaps  if  you  had 
more  light  .  .  :" 

She  halted  at  that.  "I  had  the  blinds  open  when  we  first  got 
up  but  she  saw  some  men  going  by.  .  .  ."  Suddenly  she  was 
coming  towards  him.  He  could  not  be  sure  in  that  half  light  but 
he  thought  that  there  was  a  smile  on  her  face.  "She  thinks  she's 
a  girl,"  she  said.  "And  I'm  another  girl.  We're  on  our  way  to  her 
old  home  ...  to  the  Green  Springs,  in  Virginia.  ..."  Damn 
it,  she  was  laughing!  Laughing  at  her  old  mother  for  being 
crazy.  He  would  have  to  tell  Reilly  that. 

A  harsh  voice  came  from  the  bed  in  the  corner.  "Eugenie!" 

"Yes,  Mama!" 

The  old  woman  was  out  of  the  bed  and  was  coming  towards 
them.  A  fierce,  incredibly  fat  white  cockatoo.  The  quilt  from 
the  bed  was  half  hanging  from  her  shoulders.  She  wore  a  night- 
gown which  he,  John  Munford,  had  bought  for  her  in  a  shop 
in  Natchez-under-the-Hill.  Clutching  the  quilt  about  her  as  if 
it  had  been  a  bed  gown  she  fixed  him  with  her  bloodshot  blue 
eyes.  "Young  man,  where  are  you  going?" 

Munford  bowed  his  fair  head.  He  said  patiently,  "I  wasn't 
going  anywhere  this  morning,  ma'am.  Major  Reilly  has  gone 
to  town  and  has  left  me  in  command." 

She  said:  "Major!"  She  closed  her  eyes,  pursed  her  lips. 
"Soldiers/3  she  whispered.  She  leaned  forward,  so  close  that  her 
foul  breath  fanned  his  cheek.  She  went  on  whispering.  "Two 
women  in  distress.  .  .  .  Trying  to  find  our  way  home.  .  .  . 
I  knew  this  country  well  once  but  it  has  changed.  ...  So 
many  roads  .  .  .  and  the  people  .  .  ."  Her  voice  sank  lower. 
Her  lower  lip  was  wry  with  cunning.  "I  will  give  you  a  barrel 
of  flour  if  you  will  conduct  us  to  our  home.  It  is  in  the  Green 
Springs.  .  .  ." 

"We  haven't  any  barrel  of  flour,  Mama!" 

Munford  felt  the  girl's  eyes  upon  him.  He  bowed  and  said: 
"I  am  sorry,  ma'am,  but  I  don't  know  the  country.  I  can't  con- 
duct you  to  your  home."  He  went  out,  shutting  the  door  behind 
him. 
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As  he  reached  the  foot  of  the  stairs  a  cur  pup,  the  soldiers' 
pet,  came  scampering  towards  him,  then  fell  on  her  back  with 
her  habitual  gesture  of  outstretched  paws.  He  thrust  out  his 
toe  to  poke  her  gently  in  the  belly  and  then  withdrew  his  foot, 
frowning.  "Get  up !"  he  said  harshly. 

He  walked  the  length  of  the  gallery  and  entered  the  wide 
front  hall.  At  the  far  end  the  open  door  disclosed  vistas  of 
green.  Patches  of  quivering  light  fell  on  the  broad  boards.  There 
was  one  place  where  the  oak  was  discolored  in  a  great  splotch. 
Munford,  as  he  approached  it,  slowed  his  steps.  Always  when  he 
passed  this  spot  he  had  to  stop  and  look  down.  Colonel 
Mazereau's  blood,  gushing  from  his  cloven  chest,  had  made  that 
dark,  greasy  looking  place  there  by  the  newel  post. 

Munford's  thoughts  went  to  that  night.  He  had  had  the  story 
from  Major  Reilly  who  in  turn  had  had  it  from  Eugenie 
Mazereau.  Reilly,  when  he  told  it  to  Munford,  had  used  what 
must  have  been  the  girl's  words. 

"The  Negroes  all  ran  away.  Then  the  soldiers  came.  Mama 
said  not  to  worry.  She  talked  to  the  captain  and  she  said  he 
was  a  gentleman.  But  he  rode  off  somewhere.  He  left  three  or 
four  soldiers.  There  was  one  kept  walking  through  the  house.  He 
came  and  looked  in  the  library  where  we  were.  Mama  said  not 
to  notice.  We  worked  on  our  embroidery. 

"Then  we  heard  somebody  step  up  on  the  porch.  Mama  said, 
'Eugenie,  it's  your  father.' 

"I  went  to  the  door.  I  could  see  the  soldier  hiding  there  by 
the  post  and  I  could  see  Papa.  He  had  on  a  long  cloak  and  he 
was  all  splashed  with  mud.  He  stood  there  and  he  kept  calling : 
'Josephine!  Eugenie!  Josephine!' 

"I  went  back  into  the  room.  I  said,  'Mama,  Papa  is  there 
and  he  keeps  calling.' 

"She  went  to  the  door.  She  said,  'Arsene,  for  God's  sake  .  .  . 
Arsene,'  she  said,  T  beg  of  you.  For  God's  sake,  go  away !' 

"He  didn't  listen.  He  started  towards  her.  He  got  as  far  as 
the  post.  The  soldier  came  up  from  behind.  He  had  the  axe 
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in  his  hand."  Major  Reilly,  telling  the  story,  would  put  his 
hand  to  his  breast.  "It  was  like  felling  an  ox.  He  went  back, 
very  slow,  on  his  heels.  Then  he  was  standing  straight  and 
then  he  fell  over.  The  blood  was  on  the  floor  even  before  he 
fell." 

John  Munford  had  wanted  to  know  what  the  women  did 
then. 

Colonel  Mazereau,  the  major  reported,  had  lived  for  several 
hours,  until  nearly  sundown.  "The  thing  that  worried  the  girl 
most  was  that  her  mother  kept  trying  to  get  the  cloth  out  of  the 
wound.  The  cloth  of  his  uniform,  Munford,  was  driven  down 
into  his  breast  bone  and  he  was  spouting  blood  like  a  whale.  Un- 
conscious, of  course,  from  the  moment  of  the  blow.  Finally,  to- 
wards sundown,  they  were  convinced  that  he  was  dead.  The 
old  lady  was  all  for  getting  him  buried  before  the  soldiers  came 
back.  She  made  the  girl  to  go  out  and  dig  the  grave.  The  girl 
said  she  dug  all  over  the  garden,  but  the  ground  was  too  hard. 
At  last  she  persuaded  the  old  lady  to  bury  him  temporarily 
under  a  pile  of  rotting  leaves.  Just  as  they  finished  Slocomb's 
men  came  back.  The  women  ran  and  hid  in  the  overseer's  room 
and  stayed  there  till  those  damned  Dutchmen  set  the  house 
on  fire. 

"I  found  them  wandering  around  in  the  yard  after  the  fire  was 
put  out  and  Slocomb's  men  had  gone.  The  old  lady  was  per- 
fectly quiet  then.  It  was  the  girl  that  was  hard  to  handle.  She 
kept  coming  up  to  me  and  saying  they  wouldn't  do  any  harm 
and  when  I  said  I  didn't  expect  them  to  she  kept  thanking  me. 
I  said,  'My  God,  Madam,  the  exigencies  of  war  have  made  it 
necessary  for  me  to  commandeer  your  house  but  you  needn't  be 
grateful  to  me.  .  .  .'  A  queer  girl,  Munford.  I  wonder  what 
she'd  be  like  in  other  circumstances." 

It  was  a  subject  that  Major  Reilly  often  speculated  on :  the 
character  and  personality  of  Miss  Eugenie  Mazereau.  "In  my 
opinion  she's  loonier  than  the  old  lady."  Or  "She's  still  scared 
out  of  her  wits.  You  ought  to  do  something  about  that,  Mun- 
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ford.  Take  her  for  a  buggy  ride.  Convince  her  we're  not 
ogres." 

John  Munford,  following  the  major's  suggestion,  had  invited 
Miss  Mazereau  to  walk  with  him  in  the  garden  and  had  even 
taken  her  driving  several  times  in  a  trap  that  had  been  found 
in  the  stables.  She  came  with  him  whenever  he  invited  her, 
wearing  always  the  same  black  dress  and  a  voluminous  black 
shawl  that  must  have  been  her  mother's.  She  never  wore  a  bon- 
net. She  had  been  bare-headed  when  she  escaped  from  the 
house. 

She  talked  to  him  as  they  drove  along  the  river  road.  "Yes, 
Lieutenant  Munford,  the  weather  has  been  delightful  for  the 
past  week  .  .  .  You  say  your  home  is  in  Connecticut  .  .  .  No, 
I  have  never  been  farther  north  than  Memphis  .  .  ." 

Once  he  halted  his  horse  before  a  gate  set  in  a  tall  hedge.  He 
motioned  with  his  whip.  "All  those  people  who  lived  here.  What 
has  become  of  them?" 

"They  have  all  gone  away,  Lieutenant  Munford." 

But  as  they  drove  on  she  had  turned  to  look  back  at  the  gate. 
"The  Macrae  place,"  she  said.  "That  is  the  Macrae  place."  Her 
tone  struck  Munford  as  strange.  It  was  the  tone  that  might  have 
been  used  by  a  traveller  returning  to  his  old  haunts  after  years 
of  absence. 

He  went  now  through  the  hall  and  turned  right,  into  the 
great  room  that  was  used  as  an  office  for  the  cavalry  squadron. 
It  was  barely  furnished :  two  field  desks,  six  or  seven  pine  chairs 
and  an  old  sofa  in  one  corner  where  Major  Reilly  sometimes 
napped.  The  Major  had.  a  grudge  against  the  officer  whom  he 
had  relieved.  Once  walking  in  the  garden  with  Munford,  Reilly 
had  kicked  at  the  charred  pieces  of  a  mahogany  dining  table. 
"Those  damned  Dutchmen!  They  might  at  least  have  left  that 
for  the  officers  to  eat  on." 

Young  Slater  was  pushing  a  sheaf  of  requisition  blanks  to- 
wards Munford.  He  took  them  and  began  signing  them  me- 
chanically. They  wofked  for  two  hours.  At  twelve  o'clock  Mun- 
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ford  put  his  pen  down  and  went  out  on  the  gallery.  Young 
Slater  stood  with  him  for  a  few  minutes,  then  went  back  into 
the  house.  Munford  began  pacing  up  and  down  the  gallery. 
Once  he  stopped  to  stare  into  the  windows  that  ran  on  each 
side  of  the  doorway.  The  glass  was  full  of  imperfections;  some 
of  the  whorls  had  opalescent  tints.  When  he  was  a  child  he 
used  to  press  his  nose  against  just  such  cloudy  panes  of  glass — 
in  his  grandfather's  house  at  Danbury.  A  white  house  with  a 
steep,  gabled  roof,  twin  "bride"  trees — elms — on  each  side  of 
the  stoop.  He  could  see  it  all  clearly  but  it  seemed  unreal,  like 
something  he  had  seen  in  a  picture  rather  than  something  he 
remembered.  He  fell  to,  pacing  again  and  as  he  went  was  con- 
scious of  greenery  pressing  in  there  beyond  the  gravelled  walks, 
of  sunshine  on  the  gravel,  of  pink  and  white  blossoms.  And  yet 
it  was  a  hushed  landscape.  Moving  about  these  grounds  he  had 
sometimes  the  feeling  that  he  imagined  a  man  might  have  on 
a  desert  island.  Here  in  this  smiling  land  he  was  lonely.  It 
came  to  him  that  there  was  one  person  lonelier  than  he.  That 
girl  in  the  little  back  room.  There  was  not,  he  supposed,  any- 
body in  the  world  lonelier  than  she.  Colonel  Mazereau,  before 
he  was  killed,  had  quarreled  with  all  his  relations,  Reilly  said. 
The  girl's  mother,  her  companion  in  misfortune,  had  deserted 
her  to  wander  in  memory  along  the  road  that  led  to  the  Green 
Springs  in  Virginia.  Yes,  she  was  quite  alone,  that  girl. 

The  call  for  mess  sounded.  Young  Slater  spoke  to  hini  f rom 
the  doorway.  He  told  the  boy  that  he  was  coming,  but  before  he 
went  into  the  mess  hall  he  turned  back  into  the  office.  Sitting 
down  at  his  desk  he  drew  a  sheet  of  paper  towards  him  and  wrote 
a  note.  It  presented  Lieutenant  Munford's  compliments  to  Miss 
Mazereau  and  enquired  if  she  would  drive  with  him  that  after- 
noon. 


At  three  o'clock  Lieutenant  Munford   and  Miss  Mazereau 
were  driving  north  along  the  river  road.  She  sat  with  her  hands 
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folded,  one  over  the  other,  in  her  lap.  She  was  wearing  a  pair  of 
gloves,  lace  gloves  or  rather  mitts,  for  they  left  the  tips  of  her 
fingers  bare.  Munford  wondered  where  in  the  world  she  had  'got 
them.  Some  old  trunk,  probably,  that  had  escaped  Slocomb's 
men. 

He  stared  ahead  of  him.  The  bit  of  road  visible  between  the 
horse's  forward  pricked  ears  was  not  unlike  a  stretch  of  road  on 
the  way  to  Gaylordsville  with  the  dark  trees  and  that  old  rail 
fence  riding  against  the  sky  line.  He  had  driven  young  ladies 
along  that  road  often  enough — in  sleighs  at  this  time  of  year. 
That  New  Year's  party  at  the  Robinsons'.  He  had  escorted  Jane 
Scoville,  and  Sam  Dillon  and  Roberta  Jennings  had  been  in  the 
back  seat.  He  was  not  in  love  with  Jane  Scoville  now  but  he 
would  like  to  have  her  beside  him  with  her  furs  and  her  perfume 
and  her  chatter.  Well,  he  was  on  pleasure  bent  this  afternoon, 
with  a  pretty  girl  beside  him.  He  had  always  flattered  himself 
that  he  could  keep  a  pretty  girl  entertained,  but  how  could  you 
make  yourself  agreeable  to  a  girl  when  you  were  occupying  the 
house  that  by  rights  should  have  been  hers? 

By  rights  ?  His  thoughts  went,  as  they  often  did  these  days,  to 
the  conflict  in  which  he  was  engaged.  Major  Reilly  said  that  he 
himself  was  not  opposed  to  slavery.  Certain  types  of  civilization, 
he  said,  were  always  founded  on  slavery,  and  he  had  cited  ancient 
Athens  and  God  knows  what  other  countries — the  Major  was  a 
graduate  of  the  University  of  Dublin.  Well,  he,  John  Munford, 
was  not  a  highly  educated  man.  But  he  knew  right  from  wrong. 
He  would  do  it  all  over  again,  to  strike  the  shackles 'from  the 
wrists  of  slaves.  And  yet  it  was  all  so  different  from  what  he  had 
pictured. 

The  girl  was  turning  towards  him.  Her  eyes — unusually  large, 
luminous  eyes — were  the  color  of  the  chestnuts  that  used  to  fall 
from  the  great  tree  in  his  grandfather's  yard.  The  lids  were 
heavy,  so  heavy  that  they  dimmed  the  brilliance  of  her  glance. 
And  the  lids  themselves  had  a  peculiar  pallor.  Wax-white,  like 
the  petals  of  the  magnolia  blossom.  When  he  had  first  come  into 
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this  country  he  had  gathered  one  of  those  creamy  blossoms  only 
to  see  it  turn  brown  in  his  grasp.  She  was  saying  something  about 
a  letter.  " .   .   i  It  may  be  we  can  leave." 

He  said:  "Leave  Villa  Rose?" 

She  nodded,  still  with  those  large  strange-colored  eyes  fixed 
on  his.  "My  cousin  in  Kentucky  says  we  can  come  there." 

He  said :  "I  should  not  think  you  would  want  to  go  to  Ken- 
tucky, Miss  Mazereau.  They  are  fighting  there  too." 

She  did  not  answer.  As  they  drove  on  he  considered  what  she 
had  said.  If  he  or  Major  Reilly  went  away — and  they  might  be 
ordered  away  at  any  time — what  would  become  of  this  girl  and 
her  mother?  He  turned  to  her  abruptly.  "Perhaps  you  would  be 
better  advised  to  go  to  Kentucky — if  you  can  get  through  the 
lines." 

She  looked  up  at  him,  then  suddenly  shrank  back  as,  he 
thought  savagely,  she  might  have  done  if  he  had  menaced  her 
with  the  whip  he  held  in  his  hand.  "I  don't  want  to  go  where 
they're  fighting." 

He  compressed  his  lips,  feeling  the  angry  blood  surge  to  his 
forehead.  "I  don't  know  where  you'll  go  then,"  he  said  curtly. 

She  did  not  answer. 

They  were  at  the  top  of  a  little  rise,  descending  towards  a 
stream.  The  horse's  hooves  splashed  drops  of  water  in  their  faces 
as  they  crossed  it.  And  now  they  were  on  a  rise  again.  He  looked 
at  the  pines  crowding  close  on  each  side  of  the  road  and  won- 
dered if  they  would  come  to  any  hilltop  which  would  command 
a  view.  "What  is  the  name  of  that  stream  we  have  just  crossed?" 
he  asked. 

"Sand  Creek,"  she  said. 

He  checked  the  horse.  Before  them  was  the  tall  hedge  and  the 
gate  where  they  had  paused  the  other  day.  She  was  looking 
about  her  with  more  animation  than  he  had  ever  seen  her  dis- 
play. On  an  impulse  he  pulled  the  horse  up  short  and  motioned 
with  his  whip  at  the  gate.  "Shall  we  go  in  there?" 

"Yes,"  she  said. 
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He  got  down  and  opened  the  gate;  then,  as  she  did  not  pick 
up  the  reins  from  where  he  had  hung  them  over  the  dashboard, 
he  led  the  horse  through.  He  closed  the  gate  and  went  up  to 
the  trap.  "Shall  we  hitch  the  horse  and  walk  for  a  little?" 

"Yes,"  she  said. 

He  assisted  her  down,  then  turned  the  trap  about  and  hitched 
the  horse  to  one  of  the  bars  of  the  gate.  They  started  up  the 
avenue.  It  was  broader  than  the  one  at  Villa  Rose  and  lined  on 
each  side  with  live  oaks.  At  the  end  of  the  avenue  a  square,  grey 
structure  with  a  dilapidated  double  gallery  was  visible  through 
the  drooping  wreaths  of  Spanish  moss.  They  paused  beside  the 
carriage  block  to  look  up  at  it. 

"A  dreary  place,"  Munford  said. 

She  did  not  say  anything. 

"What  is  the  name  of  the  family  that  lived  here  ?" 

"Macrae,"  she  said  dreamily.  Suddenly  she  took  a  few  steps 
away  from  him,  then  looked  back  over  her  shoulders.  "There  is 
a  fountain  over  here  in  the  shrubbery,"  she  said. 

He  followed  her  silently  between  the  undipped  hedges  into  an 
abandoned  garden.  Once  she  had  to  stand  aside  while  he  dragged 
away  a  great,  fallen  branch.  Suddenly  the  path  widened  and 
they  emerged  into  what  had  once  been  a  circle  of  flower  beds. 
In  the  centre  was  a  fountain,  a  great  basin,  and  standing  beside 
it  the  marble  figure  of  a  woman.  The  woman  was  bending  a 
little  forward.  Water  from  the  pitcher  which  she  carried  had 
once  run  into  the  basin  but  no  water  had  run  there  for  a  long 
time  now.  The  basin  was  green  with  moss  up  to  its  rim. 

The  girl  had  walked  over  and  was  standing  beside  the  foun- 
tain in  much  the  same  attitude  as  that  of  the  marble  figure.  He 
studied  the  pale,  down-bent  face,  wondering  wherein  lay  its 
attraction.  For  it  had  come  to  that.  She  was  the  most  attractive 
woman  he  had  ever  seen.  The  conviction  had  been  growing  on 
him  for  months.  He  remembered  now  his  first  sight  of  her,  the 
day  after  he  had  been  transferred  to  Reilly's  squadron.  A  small 
figure  in  black,  hurrying  around  the  corner  of  the  house — she 
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had  been  gathering  chips  and  was  carrying  them  in  her  upturned 
skirt.  He  had  thought  that  she  must  be  the  wife  of  one  of  the 
soldiers  or  perhaps  a  camp  follower — Reilly  was  lenient  with 
them.  Then  he  had  seen  slim  ankles  swinging  out  from  under  a 
ragged  petticoat  and  the  thought  had  come  to  him  that  she 
might  be  a  lady.  A  lady !  He  had  not  seen  a  woman — a  respect- 
able woman — in  weeks.  He  hurried  on  and  caught  up  with  her. 
She  had  looked  up  at  him  just  as  she  had  looked  at  him  a 
moment  ago,  but  he  had  insisted  on  gathering  some  more  wood 
for  her  and  had  carried  it  up  to  the  little  room.  He  had  followed 
her  at  first  because  he  had  been  attracted  by  the  sight  of  a 
woman.  After  he  caught  up  with  her  he  was  repelled  by  her 
manner — the  slight  favor  he  proposed  doing  her  did  not  deserve 
such  effusive  thanks.  He  had  gone  on,  however,  finding  the  wood 
for  her,  showing  her  all  the  courtesy  he  would  have  shown  any 
respectable  woman.  He  might  never  have  thought  of  her  again 
if  Reilly  had  not  told  him  her  story  that  night. 

He  had  seen  her  often  since,  and  though  he  felt  that  he  under- 
stood her  better  he  still  found  her  manner  strange.  He  thought 
of  another  girl,  a  girl  he  had  seen  for  one  brief  evening  only,  in 
Tennessee.  When  she  was  asked  to  play  the  piano  for  some  Fed- 
eral officers  she  had  asked  to  be  excused  for  a  moment  and  had 
returned  to  the  parlor  with  an  axe.  She  had  hurled  it  high 
above  her  head  and  had  brought  it  down  on  the  keyboard, 
saying  she  would  make  match-wood  of  the  instrument  before  it 
should  play  a  tune  for  despised  "Yankees.55  .  .  .  The  word 
"Yankee55  was  never  on  Eugenie  Mazereau5s  lips.  She  seemed  to 
have  no  concern  for  the  Confederate  cause,  and  yet,  he  thought, 
she  might  be  patriotic,  and  proud  too,  in  other  circumstances.  .  .  . 

She  had  put  out  her  hand  and  with  the  tip  of  her  index  finger 
was  tracking  the  rim  of  the  basin.  Her  head,  with  its  smoothly 
banded  black  hair,  was  still  down-bent.  There  was  a  faint,  mys- 
terious smile  on  her  lips. 

Munford  found  this  smile  maddening.  He  took  two  steps  and 
was  beside  her.  "Why  are  you  doing  that?55 
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She  looked  up.  Her  eyes  were  blue!  He  had  thought  them 
brown.  That  was  because  of  the  stain  of  light  brown  about  the 
iris  but  the  eye  itself  was  blue.  Blue,  that  is,  if  you  stood  there 
and  looked  into  her  eyes  but  if  you  stepped  back  a  few  paces  you 
would  say,  "This  girl's  eyes  are  brown,  pale  brown,"  and  you 
would  say,  too,  "She  looks  at  me  but  she  never  sees  me."  Why 
should  an  eye  look  out  and  not  see?  Does  it  look  within?  Has  it 
seen  something  it  cannot  look  away  from? 

She  had  not  spoken.  He  laid  his  finger  on  that  part  of  the 
marble  her  finger  had  touched. 

She  smiled.  "The  fountain?  You  mean  why  did  I  touch  the 
fountain?" 

He  said  hoarsely:  "Miss  Mazereau  .  .  .  Eugenie  .  .  .  you 
must  know  my  sentiments." 

She  gazed  at  him,  still  smiling.  He  could  not  tell  whether  she 
had  heard  what  he  said. 

A  sudden  thought  turned  him  scarlet.  He  took  a  turn  around 
the  fountain  and  came  back.  He  bowed,  "I  have  the  honor  to 
ask  for  your  hand  in  marriage." 

She  said,  "My  hand !"  and  moved  a  little  away  so  that  a  tuft 
of  long  grass  she  had  been  standing  on  sprang  up  between  them. 

"I  would  have  spoken  to  your  mother,"  he  said  stiffly,  "if  cir- 
cumstances had  been  different." 

"No,"  she  whispered.  "Don't  speak  to  my  mother." 

"I  understand  that,"  he  said.  "The  point  is  .  .  .  will  you  marry 
me?  I  ...  Is  the  prospect  agreeable  to  you,  Miss  Mazereau?" 

"Agreeable?"  she  said. 

He  stammered :  "Eugenie.  Look  at  me !" 

She  put  out  a  hand  and  fearfully  touched  his  face.  He  seized 
her.  He  kissed  her  lips,  her  brow,  her  throat,  her  lips  again.  "I 
will  send  you  home,"  he  whispered.  "To  my  people.  To  Con- 
necticut." 

She  drew  back  at  that.  "Connecticut?  Is  it  a  long  way?" 

"Yes,"  he  said  impatiently  and  went  on  to  tell  her  that  his 
mother  would  welcome  her  as  a  daughter.  His  sister,  Eunice, 


The  Forest  of  the  South  7  1 

would  be  a  sister  to  her,  for  there  was  a  special  bond  of  affection 
between  him  and  his  sister.  In  place  of  the  family  she  had  lost 
she  should  have  his  family.  He  swore  that  he  would  make  her  so 
happy  that  she  would  forget  everything  that  had  happened. 

She  did  not  say  anything,  only  put  up  her  hand  again  and 
touched  his  cheek..  They  went  over  and  sat  down  on  a  bench 
near  the  fountain.  Munford's  arm  was  about  her  waist.  She 
allowed  her  head  to  rest  on  his  shoulder.  All  around  them  was  a 
tangle  of  green  but  they  could  see  rising  about  the  hedge  a  slant- 
ing roof,  a  red  chimney. 

"What  is  that?"  he  asked. 

"The  old  school  house." 

"Did  you  go  to  school  there?" 

"Yes,  with  the  Macrae  children." 

He  had  been  thinking  that  very  soon,  in  a  few  days  at  most, 
he  would  have  to  send  her  North.  Yes,  three  days  at  most,  and 
he  did  not  know  how  she  had  looked  as  a  child,  what  nickname 
she  had  had,  what  paths  she  had  taken  when  she  came  here  to 
school.  He  was  even  curious  about  the  Macraes,  the  departed 
owners  of  this  place.  "How  many  children  were  there?"  he  asked. 

"Mary  and  Ellen.  And  there  was  Frank." 

Some  impulse  made  him  repeat  the  name  he  was  never  after- 
wards to  forget.  "Frank  .  .  .  ?" 

She  tilted  her  head  away  from  his  caressing  hand.  The  strange 
eyes  gleamed  under  the  heavy  lids.  "Frank  .  .  .  He  was  always 
playing  jokes.  He  put  Cousin  Maria's  crinoline  on  that  statue 
there  and  he  put  a  bonnet  on  it  and  painted  its  face  with  poke- 
berry  juice  and  put  a  prayer  book  in  its  hand.  He  said  she  was 
going  to  church." 

He  laughed.  "Where  is  Frank  now?" 

"He  joined  the  army.  .  .  ." 

The  shadows  were  getting  longer.  He  roused  himself  and  said 
that  they  must  go  back.  They  walked  slowly  along  the  path  past 
the  fountain.  Munford  smiled,  seeing  a  mischievous  boy  coming 
through  the  hedge,  his  arms  heaped  with  women's  wear.  The 
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boy's  eyes  were  grey  and  lively.  He  was  laughing  as  he  went  up 
to  the  statue.  Suddenly  Munford  Was  jealous  of  that  boy  who 
had  played  here  in  this  garden.  He  stopped  and  taking  Eugenie's 
face  "between  his  hands  looked  deep  into  her  eyes  before  he  kissed 
her. 

"Say  you  love  me." 

"I  love  you,"  she  said. 


Major  Reilly  was  silent  when  Munford  told  him  of  his  engage- 
ment. Finally  he  shook  his  head.  "You  are  a  rash  man.  You  seem 
to  forget  that  Miss  Mazereau's  father  was  killed  here  in  this  hall. 
Her  brothers,  if  she  has  any,  certainly  many  of  her  cousins,  are 
in  the  Confederate  service." 

"I  shall  be  able  to  .answer  for  my  wife's  loyalty,"  Munford 
said  stiffly. 

The  major's  brown  face  broke  up  into  criss-cross  lines  as  it 
did  when  he  laughed,  and  yet  he  wasn't  laughing.  "I  wasn't 
thinking  of  her  loyalty,"  he  said. 

Munford  left  the  room.  Later  that  night,  lying  on  his  cot  in 
the  officers'  quarters,  he  thought  of  the  expression  that  had  been 
on  Reilly's  face.  Yet  Reilly,  on  the  whole,  had  been  as  sympa- 
thetic, as  considerate  as  a  man  could  be.  Munford  and  Eugenie 
Mazereau  were  to  be  married  in  Reilly's  office  tomorrow  after- 
noon at  four  o'clock — Reilly  had  already  sent  a  message  to  the 
chaplain.  It  would  be  all  right  for  Eugenie  to  stay  at  Villa  Rose 
a  few  days,  Reilly  said,  but  it  could  be  only  a  few  days.  She  and 
her  mother  ought  to  be  on  their  way  North  as  soon  as  the  trip 
could  be  arranged  for.  Munford  wondered  what  his  mother  and 
sister  would  think  when  they  were  confronted  with  the  old 
woman  and  had  to  listen  to  her  ravings.  Would  it  not  perhaps 
be  better  to  let  the  two  women  stay  in  the  South ;  if  not  at  Villa 
Rose,  at  some  safe  quarters  near  by? 

His  head  felt  hot.  There  was  little  air  in  the  room.  He  got  up 
and  went  to  the  open  window.  There  was  a  full  moon  over  the 
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garden.  In  its  light  every  leaf,  every  twig  stood  out  as  bright  as 
if  inr  noonday  light.  "Too  bright,  too  light,"  he  thought  irritably. 
He  stayed  at  the  window  long  enough  to  smoke  a  cigar,  then 
went  «back  to  bed  and  finally  slept. 

Major  Reilly  rode  off  to  town  early  the  next  morning  and 
Munford  was  again  left  in  command.  He  was  engaged  with 
Ralph  Slater  in  making  out  company  reports  when  the  guard  at 
the  door  suddenly  advanced  into  the  room  and  told  him  that 
Miss  Mazereau  wanted  to  see  him  on  business. 

He  told  young  Slater  he  would  be  gone  for  a  little  while  and 
went,  half  smiling  at  the  word  "business,"  through  the  hall  and 
out  onto  the  back  gallery.  Eugenie  Mazereau  was  waiting  for 
him  there.  She  had  her  black  shawl  drawn  close  about  her  shoul- 
ders. Her  face  was  pale.  Her  eyes  had  a  curious,  intent  look. 

She  came  up  to  him,  whispering,  "Gould  you  come  with  me  a 
minute?" 

He  had  given  a  cautious  glance  over  his  shoulder  and,  seeing 
that  no  one  was  in  sisrht,  was  about  to  lean  over  to  kiss  her  when 
something  in  her  expression  checked  him.  "Yes,"  he  said  quietly 
and  followed  her  down  the  steps  and  out  through  the  yard.  They 
passed  through  a  side  gate  and  took  a  path  through  the  woods. 
They  had  progressed  some  distance  along  it  before  Munford  saw 
the  grey  outline  of  a  house  through  the  trees  and  realized  that 
this  was  a  short  cut  to  the  Macrae  place. 

The  girl  walked  on  before  him  in  silence.  And  yet  when  they 
had  stopped  there  in  the  woods  a  moment  ago  jshe  had  yielded 
herself  to  his  embraces  more  freely  than  at  any  time  yesterday. 
She  had  even  put  her  arm  up  about  his  neck  to  draw  his  head 
down  to  hers.  He  nad  thought  when  they  first  started  out  that 
she  had  changed  her  mind  about  their  engagement  and  was 
bringing  him  back  to  the  same  place  they  had  visited  yesterday 
to  tell  him  that  she  would  not  marry  him.  He  smiled.  If  that 
was  the  case  he  would  be  able  to  persuade  her  to  change  her 
mind  back  to  what  it  had  been  yesterday.  They  were  entering, 
the  ground  by  a  side  entrance.  She  did  not  go  towards  the  garden 
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but  walked  instead  towards  the  house.  On  the  gallery  she  paused 
a  moment,  then  slipped  quietly  inside  the  half  open  door,  mo- 
tioning to  him  to  follow  her.  He  hesitated  a  second.  He  was  armed 
but  he  was  only  one  man.  But  he  put  the  thought  of  ambush 
away  from  him  and  walked  resolutely  after  her. 

The  hall  smelled  musty.  The  blinds  at  both  ends  were  drawn. 
What  light  there  was  came  from  a  window  high  on  the  landing. 
Munford's  eyes  went  to  this  window  and  then  to  the  stairs  below. 
The  steps  were  thick  with  dust.  He  stiffened  suddenly  as  he  saw 
places  where  that  dust  had  been  disturbed,  by  boot  soles.  At  the 
same  moment  there  was  the  sound  of  steps  above  him.  A  face 
appeared  over  the  railing. 

Munford  drew  back,  his  hand  on  his  revolver.  But  the  girl 
was  already  starting  up  the  steps.  She  looked  back  at  him  over 
her  shoulder.  "You  can  come,"  she  said;  "he's  alone." 

Munford  drew  his  revolver.  He  pushed  past  her  and  went  up, 
taking  the  stairs  two  at  a  time.  The  best  way,  he  told  himself 
mechanically.  To  rush  the  man  was  the  only  chance  now.  He 
came  to  the  landing,  made  the  turn  and  stopped  dead  still.  A 
man  in  a  Federal  uniform  stood  at  the  head  of  the  stairs. 

Eugenie  had  come  up  behind  him.  She  stretched  out  her  hand. 
"Lieutenant  Munford,  this  is  my  cousin,  Captain  Macrae,"  she 
said,  calmly,  as  if  she  were  making  an  introduction  in  a  drawing 
room. 

Frank  Macrae  stood  on  the  top  step,  staring  down  at  them. 
He  looked  exactly  as  Munford  had  pictured  him.  Blond,  with  a 
handsome,  well-fleshed  face,  made  red  by  exposure  to  wind  and 
weather,  an  aquiline  nose,  steady  grey  eyes  set  under  fair  brows. 

He  did  not  seem  to  see  Munford.  He  was  staring  at  the  girl. 

"Eugenie,"  he  said  in  a  low  voice,  "have  you  gone  crazy?" 

Her  laugh  ran  out.  "It's  Mama  .  .  .  She  thinks  she's  a  girl  and 
she  thinks  she's  back  in  the  Green  Springs.  .  .  .  Ever  since  Papa 
was  killed." 

Munford  said  stiffly,  "I  regret  to  say  that  Mrs.  Mazereau 
suffers  from  hallucinations  .  .  ." 
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Eugenie  interrupted  hirn.  "He  came  in  the  hall  and  a  soldier 
killed  him,  with  an  axe."  She  looked  at  her  cousin.  "The  blood 
was  all  over  everything,  Frank." 

Frank  Macrae,  as  if  suddenly  recollecting  himself,  took  a  step 
backward.  He  looked  at  Munford,  then  stood  aside  while  the 
other  two  ascended  the  stairs.  Munford,  his  revolver  cocked,  went 
up  to  Macrae,  laid  his  hand  on  his  arm.  "Captain  Macrae,  you 
are  my  prisoner,"  he  said  sternly.  He  paused  a  moment  then 
added,  "It  is  unfortunate  that  you  are  in  Federal  uniform." 

Frank  Macrae  laughed.  "It  is  indeed  unfortunate,"  he  said. 
But  he  did  not  start  down  the  stairs.  Instead  he  turned  into  one 
of  the  great  dim  rooms  opening  off  the  upper  hall.  Munford,  a 
little  bewildered,  followed  him.  The  girl  came  too.  She  advanced 
towards  her  cousin  but  he  motioned  her  back.  "Go  over  there 
and  stand  by  the  window,  Eugenie,"  he  said  curtly. 

She  went  obediently  and  stood  in  the  place  he  had  indicated. 
The  two  men  confronted  each  other.  Macrae  was  very  pale  and 
his  brows  were  drawn.  He  had  been  staring  at  the  girl  and  now 
he  still  kept  glancing  at  her  though  he  had  turned  to  Munford. 
Absent-mindedly,  in  the  manner  of  a  man  making  conversation, 
he  asked  Munford  some  questions  about  recent  movements  of 
the  Federal  squadron.  Munford  answered  them.  But  he  was 
conscious  that  time  was  passing.  Perhaps  he  was  in  a  trap.  The 
Confederate  officer  might  be  trying  to  delay  him  until  help 
came.  He  was  about  to  speak  when  Macrae  gave  a  long  sigh. 

"Well,  we  had  better  get  on  with  it  .  .  .  Lieutenant,  before 
your  court  meets  there  is  a  matter  I  must  attend  to." 

Munford  bowed.  "I  am  at  your  service,  Captain." 

"Will  you  secure  for  me  a  license  and  the  services  of  a  chap- 
lain? I  want  to  go  through  a  marriage  ceremony  with  my  cousin. 
I  .  .  .  there  is  certain  property  that  will  then  be  automatically 
at  her  disposal!" 

Munford  lifted  his  fair  head  haughtily.  "That  is  impossible, 
Captain.  Your  cousin  has  promised  to  marry  me." 

Macrae  stared.  "You  are  engaged  to  marry  my  cousin?" 


76  The  Forest  of  the  South 

Munford  bowed  again. 

There  was  a  long  silence.  The  girl  laughed  suddenly,  left  the 
window  and  started  towards  the  two  men.  Macrae  lifted  his 
hand,  gently,  in  the  gesture  he  might  have  used  to  a  child  or  a 
puppy.  "Stay  where  you  are,  Eugenie.5'  He  turned  to  Munford. 
"Lieutenant  Munford,  I  know  you  by  reputation.  I  believe  you 
to  be  a  man  of  honor.  I  do  not  envy  you  the  privilege  of  mar- 
rying my  cousin.  .  .  .  Do  you  fully  understand  the  responsibilities 
you  assume?" 

The  two  men  gazed  at  each  other.  Macrae's  eyes  were  grey 
and  hard  as  steel.  It  came  to  Munford  that  in  a  few  hours  this 
man  would  be  dead,  hanged  as  a  spy.  He  looked  away,  to  where 
the  girl  was  standing  beside  the  open  window.  Her  strange,  in- 
curious eyes  were  fixed  upon  him,  Munford.  There  was  a  smile 
on  her  lips.  It  was  the  smile  that  had  so  wrought  upon  him  in 
the  garden.  It  was  not  mysterious  now.  He  averted  his  gaze.  The 
window  frame  was  dark  and  gauzy  with  cobwebs  but  beyond 
stretched  a  green  meadow.  Light  played  everywhere  upon  it,  the 
same  luminous,  quivering  light  that  yesterday  at  this  hour  had 
struck  through  the  leaves  at  Villa  Rose. 

He  withdrew  his  eyes  from  the  scene.  When  he  lifted  them  it 
was  to  meet  the  prisoner's  hard,  victorious  glance. 

"Yes,"  he  said  dully,  "I  understand." 


cfne  SJce  (House 


D, 


oug  was  waiting  where  the 
paths  forked  as  Raeburn  came  through  the  woods.  He  had  his 
Barlow  out  and  was  whittling  a  stick,  but  he  threw  it  away  and 
started  striding  along  the  path  as  soon  as  he  saw  Raeburn. 

"I  thought  you  wasn't  coming,"  he  said.  "I  thought  you'd 
just  about  give  it  out  arid  decided  you  wasn't  coming." 

"I  had  to  get  my  breakfast,"  Raeburn  told  him.  "I  ain't 
going  to  work  for  nobody  on  a  empty  stomach."  He  cast  an 
eye  at  the  sun.  "  'Tain't  more'n  six  o'clock  anyhow." 

Doug  slackened  his  pace  a  little.  "Well,"  he  said,  "the  way  I 
look  at  it  if  you  going  to  work  for  a  man  you  ought  to  work  for 
him.  We  don't  know  nothin'  about  this  man.  If  we  get  there  late 
he  may  not  pay  us  what  he  said  he  would." 

Raeburn  watched  his  own  skinny  shadow  racing  with  him, 
over  the  new  green  shoots  of  pokeberry  and  sassafras.  It  occurred 
to  him  that  it  was  the  middle  of  April.  The  dogwoods  were  in 
full  flower.  Channel  cat  ought  to  be  biting. 

"Wilmer  was  over  to  our  house  last  night,"  he  said.  "He 
wanted  to  know  if  that  man  had  asked  us  to  work  for  him.  He 
said  he  wouldn't  tech  it.  He  said  he  wouldn't  tech  it  for  no 
amount  of  money." 

Doug  laughed.  "I  don't  reckon  he  would,"  he  said.  "I  don't 
reckon  anybody  that  once  took  a  look  at  Wilmer  would  hire  him 
for  this  job.  He  couldn't  hold  out  to  handle  a  pick  .  .  ." 

"You  reckon  we'll  have  to  use  a  pick,  Doug?" 

Doug  stopped  short  in  the  path.  "You  know  who's  in  that  ice 
house?"  he  asked. 

"I  don't  know  none  of  their  names." 
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"I  reckon  you  don't.  They's  Yankees.  Every  last  one  of  'em's 
Yankees.  Course  now  if  you  don't  want  to  you  don't  have  to  do  it. 
I  can  git  somebody  else.  Handlin'  a  dead  Yankee  ain't  no  more 
to  me  than  handlin'  a  dead  hawg,  but  of  course  now  you  don't 
have  to  go  if  you  don't  want  to." 

"Oh,  I'll  go,"  Raeburn  said.  "It  ain't  nothin'  to  me." 

They  emerged  from  the  woods  into  the  clearing.  A  hundred 
yards  away  the  ice  house  stood,  with  around  it  the  black,  straight 
trunks  of  half  a  dozen  oak  trees.  There  were  no  leaves  as  yet  on 
any  of  their  branches,  but  a  sugar  tree  at  one  corner  of  the  house 
cast  its  yellowish  green  tassels  low  on  the  sloping  roof. 

The  man  was  standing  before  the  ice  house  door  looking  down 
into  the  pit.  A  short  man,  so  plump  that  the  waistband  of  his 
trousers  seemed  on  the  verge  of  bursting.  He  heard  them  coming 
and  turned  around.  His  eyes  were  gray.  They  looked  pale  in 
the  creases  of  his  red,  round  face. 

"Well,  boys,"  he  said  affably,  "I  see  you're  like  me.  Early 
risers." 

He  waved  his  hand  at  the  unpainted  pine  coffins  that  curved 
in  a  long  glistening  line  around  one  whole  side  of  the  ice  house 
and  back  behind  the  sugar  tree.  "Now  what  we  got  to  do  is  fill 
them  boxes  up.  The  sooner  we  get  them  boxes  filled  up  the 
sooner  we  get  done  and  the  sooner  we  get  done  the  sooner  you 
get  your  money.  .  .  .  Ain't  that  right,  Bud?" 

"That's  right,"  Doug  said.  He  took  a  pick  and  stepped  over 
the  threshold  of  the  ice  house  onto  the  little  ledge  of  earth  that 
ran  all  around  the  circular  pit.  Raeburn  followed  him. 

The  skeletons  were  level  with  the  earth.  There  was  a  man's 
skull  on  top  of  the  pile.  The  eye  sockets  turned  towards  the  door, 
the  ribs  and  long  leg  bones  slanting  away  diagonally  across  the 
heap,  as  if  the  man  had  flung  himself  down  face  forward  to 
look  out  over  the  field.  Where  the  light  from  the  open  door  fell 
the  bones  were  pale,  almost  white,  but  the  bones  that  showed 
here  and  there  underneath  were  darker.  There  was  moss  on 
some  of  them. 
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Doug  picked  up  one  of  the  fingers.  The  joints  still  stuck  to- 
gether. But  as  he  held  them  in  his  hand  the  little  joint  dropped 
from  its  socket  and  a  wisp  of  dried  tendon  fell  out  on  the  heap. 

Doug  stooped  and  with  both  hands  lifted  the  curved  grayish 
ribs  where  they  were  joined  to  the  backbone.  "Here,"  he  said, 
"I'll  give  'em  to  you  and  you  put  'em  outside.  That's  the  best 
way  to  do  it." 

Raeburn  laid  the  ribs  in  the  wheelbarrow  that  the  contractor 
had  drawn  up  to  the  door.  When  he  turned  around  Doug  had 
more  bones  ready  to  hand  him.  They  worked  there  that  way -for 
a  long  while.  When  the  barrow  was  full  the  contractor  wheeled 
it  around  the  corner  and  deposited  the  load  in  the  pine  boxes. 
Raeburn  could  hear  the  light  clatter  as  the  more  fragile  bones 
fell  from  the  barrow  into  the  coffin  and  could  hear  the  contrac- 
tor whistling  as  he  went  the  rounds  of  the  boxes  arranging  the 
skeletons. 

Once  when  he  knew  the  contractor  was  at  the  creek  getting 
a  drink  Raeburn  called  down  into  the  pit  cautiously: 

"Doug,  how  you  reckon  he  knows  when  he's  got  a  whole 
skeleton  in  one  of  them  coffins?" 

Doug  raised  a  face  curiously  striped  by  the  greenish  light  that 
filtered  down  through  cracks  in  the  planking.  "I  d'know,"  he 
said.  "He  can  put  a  skull  in  each  box,  I  reckon,  even  if  he  don't 
know  where  all  them  little  bones  belong.  .  .  .  Naw,  he  can't, 
either.  Some  of  them  fellers  was  put  in  here  without  any 
head!" 

"Some  of  'em  was  blowed  clean  to  pieces,"  Raeburn  said. 

He  looked  out  over  the  field  where  the  new  green  was  creep- 
ing up  through  the  clumps  of  brown  sedge  grass.  They  had 
fought  all  over  that  field,  and  in  the  woods.  In  December.  In 
the  snow.  When  they  went  to  bury  the  dead  the  next  day  the 
ground  was  frozen.  A  foot  deep.  They  had  to  dig  them  out  with 
pickaxes.  They  had  buried  a  lot  of  them  on  the  battlefield. 
In  two  big  trenches.  And  then  they  had  put  all  the  rest  in  this 
ice  house.  ...  In  1862  that  had  been.  Four  years  ago.  .  .  . 
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The;  contractor's  round,  red  face  showed  in  the  doorway. 
"Well,  boys,"  he  said,  "time  for  a  little  snack,  ain't  it?" 

Doug  had  heard  him  and  was  clambering  up  the  side  of  the 
pit.  Raeburn  gave  him  a  hand  and  pulled  him  up  beside  him. 
They  walked  around  the  side  of  the  ice  house  and  down  the 
path  to  the  creek.  Both  boys  stretched  themselves  on  the  ground 
and  lowered  their  faces  into  the  water.  It  was  clear  and  very 
cold.  Raeburn  gulped  some  down,  then  thrust  his  hands  in  wrist 
deep  and  let  the  cold  water  run  over  them.  Doug  was  wiping  his 
on  some  water  grasses.  "Wish  I'd  brought  some  soap,"  he  said. 
He  looked  at  Raeburn.  "It  ain't  so  hard  when  you  just  have  to 
stand  there  and  let  me  hand  'em  up  to  you.  It's  getting  'em  dug 
out  and  getting  'em  loose  from  each  other  that's  so  hard." 

"I'll  get  down  in  the  pit  after  dinner,"  Raeburn  told  him. 

The  contractor  was  on  his  knees  in  the  shade  of  the  sugar  tree 
when  they  came  up  the  path.  He  had  a  trash  fire  going  and  was 
boiling  coffee  in  a  little  bucket.  Doug  and  Raeburn  took  their 
cold  meat  and  biscuits  and  sat  down  on  the  grass.  The  contrac- 
tor poured  coffee  into  tin  cups. 

Raeburn  drank  the  hot  coffee  down  at  a  gulp.  It  warmed  his 
insides  and  invigorated  him.  He  decided  that  he  would  be  able 
to  eat  something,  after  all,  and  bit  into  a  biscuit,  but  the  sick 
feeling  swept  over  him  again  and  he  had  to  put  it  down  quickly. 
He  stretched  out  in  the  grass,  supporting  his  head  on  one  hand. 
Through  a  rift  in  the  bushes  he  could  see  the  creek  shining  in 
the  noonday  sun.  It  ran  swiftly  along  here  just  above  the  falls, 
but  there  were  good  pools,  all  along  here  and  higher  up,  too. 

Doug  was  asking  the  man  questions  about  his  business.  Had 
he  ever  worked  for  the  government  before?  And  how  was  he 
paid?  By  the  day  or  so  much  for  the  job? 

The  contractor  had  finished  eating  his  lunch  and  was  light- 
ing his  pipe.  "I  ain't  had  much  experience  working  for  the  gov- 
ernment. Fact  is,  this  is  the  first  job  I  ever  did  fer  'em.  Now  on 
this  job  they  pay  me  every  time  I  take  in  a  load  of  them  boxes. 
Every  time  I  take  in  a  load  of  them  boxes  they  count  'em  and 
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pay  me  so  much  a  head."  He  took  his  pipe  out  of  his  mouth. 
"So  much  a  head,"  he  repeated  meditatively. 

"Channel  cat  ought  to  be  biting  now,"  Raeburn  said.  His 
voice  that  was  not  through  changing  yet,  though  he  was  nearly 
sixteen,  broke  unexpectedly  into  a  deep  bass.  "I  know  a  way  to 
catch  channel  cat  till  the  world  looks  level." 

The  contractor  had  got  up  and  was  standing  beside  one  of  the 
boxes.  He  had  his  stubby  fingers  spread  out  as  if  he  were  counting. 
"How's  that?"  he  asked. 

"Well,"  Raeburn  said,  "you  have  to  do  it  at  night."  He  fixed 
his  large  brown  eyes  intently  on  the  man's  face.  "The  channel 
cat,  he's  a  night  feeder,  so  you  have  to  fix  for  him  at  night.  .  .  ." 

The  contractor  was  looking  at  the  boxes  again,  but  he  nodded 
politely.  "What  do  you  have  to  do,  Son?" 

"Well,  you  fix  you  some  limb  lines.  Get  you  a  tree  that  has 
a  branch  f^over  the  creek  and  just  tie  half  a  dozen  lines  on  the 
limbs  ana  leave  'em.  Don't  use  too  much  sinker,  because  the 
channel  cat  he  feeds  on  top  of  the  water.  Just  fix  'em  and  leave 
'em  there  and  in  the  morning  you'll  have  all  the  fish  you  can 
eat  for  breakfast." 

The  contractor  came  back  and  sat  down.  "Now  that's  right 
noticing,  for  a  boy  your  age,"  he  said. 

"I'm  fifteen,"  Raeburn  told  him.  "I'm  fifteen  and  Doug'll  be 
sixteen  next  month." 

"Well  now  .  .  ."  the  contractor  said,  "and  what  do  you  boys 
aim  to  do  when  you  get  through  with  this  job?" 

"Work  for  Mr.  Foster  out  on  the  aidge  of  town  here,"  Doug 
said,  "if  he  needs  any  hands.  Folks  ain't  hirin'  many  hands  now, 
though." 

The  contractor  shook  his  head.  "Farm  work's  all  right,"  he 
said.  "Farm  work's  all  right  if  you  can't  get  nothing  else  to  do, 
but  a  smart  young  feller  like  you  wants  to  be  looking  out  fer 
oppertunity.  .  .  .  Ain't  everybody  knows  oppertunity  when  they 
see  it.  The  folks  at  home  all  thought  I  was  mighty  foolish  when 
I  come  down  in  this  country,  but  I  knew  they  was  oppertunity 
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in  the  South  .  .  .  bound  to  be."  He  put  out  his  pipe  and  rose 
briskly.  "Well,"  he  said,  "I  reckon  we  better  be  gettin'  back  to 
work." 

Doug  stood  up.  "One  thing,"  he  said,  "we  got  to  have  a 
ladder.  They're  way  down  in  there  now.  I  don't  know  as  I  can 
get  'em  up  to  Raeburn  without  a  ladder." 

The  contractor  looked  at  the  Porter  house,  just  visible  through 
the  trees.  "Maybe  them  folks  would  lend  us  a  ladder.  .  .  .  Sup- 
posing I  walk  over  and  see  if  they'd  lend  us  a  ladder." 

"You  reckon  they'll  lend  him  a  ladder?"  Raeburn  asked  when 
he  was  gone. 

"Shore  they  will,"  Doug  said.  "  'Tain't  nothin'  to  lend  any- 
body a  ladder." 

Raeburn  watched  the  rotund  figure  disappear  in  the  bushes 
that  fringed  the  slope.  "Mrs.  Porter  hates  Yankees,"  he  said. 
"They  was  three  of  her  boys  killed  by  the  Yankees." 

Doug  laughed.  "This  feller  never  killed  no  Confederates." 

He  stepped  back  into  the  ice  house  and  slid  quickly  down  into 
the  pit. 

Raeburn  protested  as  he  took  his  stand  on  the  ledge.  "I  told 
you  I  was  going  to  get  down  there  after  dinner." 

Doug  shook  his  head.  "I'm  used  to  it  now.  You  have  to  kind 
of  get  the  hang  of  it.  It'd  just  be  wasting  time  now  if  we  changed 
places." 

He  stirred  the  bones  vigorously  with  his  pick  and  a  rank  odor 
rose  and  floated  in  the  chill  air.  Raeburn  drew  it  into  his  nos- 
trils, wondering.  It  was  several  minutes  before  he  knew  where 
he  had  smelled  it  before — in  the  wooden  walls  and  flooring  of 
an  abandoned  slaughter  house  that  had  stood  for  a  long  time  in 
one  of  Foster's  fields. 

The  bones  that  Doug  was  piling  up  on  the  ledge  now  were 
different  from  the  ones  on  top,  grayish-green,  matted,  some  of 
them,  with  strange  fungus  growths.  Water  had  stood  in  the  ice 
house  a  good  deal  of  the  time,  it  seemed.  Doug  had  to  keep 
shifting  about  to  find  a  dry  place  to  stand  on. 
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He  did  not  like  it  if  Raeburn  kept  his  face  turned  away  from 
the  pit  to  look  over  the  field.  He  talked  incessantly: 

"You  know  what  that  Yankee  done?  .  .  .  He  went  down  there 
in  Blue  Gum  Hollow  and  asked  Uncle  Hooser's  boys  to  work 
for  him."  He  laughed.  "Uncle  Hooser  told  him  them  boys  sho 
would  be  glad  to  make  that  money,  but  every  one  of  them  was 
away  from  home."  He  laughed  again,  so  hard  that  he  shook 
all  over.  "Every  last  one  of  them  niggers  was  away  from 
home!" 

"Niggers  is  funny,"  Raeburn  agreed.  "When  my  Uncle  Rod 
was  killed  .  .  .  over  in  Caroline  County  .  .  .  killed  right  there  on 
his  front  porch  .  .  .  there  was  a  old  nigger  man  standing  there 
in  the  front  yard.  Old  Uncle  Lias  Sims.  And  he  wouldn't  even 
help  my  mother  carry  Uncle  Rod  in  the  house.  Naw,  sir,  he  just 
turned  around  and  ran.  Niggers  don't  like  to  have  nothin'  to  do 
with  dead  people." 

"How  come  your  Uncle  Rod  to  get  killed  settin'  on  his  front 
porch?"  Doug  enquired. 

"He  was  so  deaf  he  couldn't  hear  'em  shelling.  The  rest  of  the 
folks  they  all  got  down  in  the  cellar,  then  somebody  got  to 
asking  where  Uncle  Rod  was.  After  it  was  over  they  went  out  on 
the  front  porch  and  there  he  was,  settin'  bolt  up  in  his  chair  .  .  ." 

"Dead?" 

"Dead  as  a  herring."  Raeburn  looked  off  across  the  field. 
"There's  that  man  coming,"  he  said,  "but  he  ain't  got  no  ladder. 
How  long  you  reckon  he  expects  us  to  work?  It'll  be  gettin'  dark 
pretty  soon." 

"Must  be  past  seven  o'clock,"  Doug  said.  "I  ain't  going  to 
work  no  longer." 

The  man  came  up  just  as  Doug  was  climbing  out  of  the  ice 
house.  He  was  panting  and  his  round  face  wore  a  harassed  look. 
"Them  folks  didn't  have  no  ladder,"  he  said ;  "more'n  that  they 
sent  me  off  on  a  fool  errant  .  .  .  said  the  Widow  Hickman  might 
have  a  ladder.  And  when  I  get  to  where  they  say  the  Widow 
Hickman  lives  there  ain't  nothing  but  an  old  house  looks  like 
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nobody  ain't  lived  in  it  these  thirty  years.  .  .  .  Either  you  boys 
ever  hear  of  the  Widow  Hickman?" 

"I  don't  know  many  folks  over  this  way,"  Doug  said.  He  laid 
his  pick  up  against  a  tree.  "Well,"  he  said,  "I  reckon  it's  about 
quittin'  time." 

The  man  took  a  leather  wallet  from  his  pocket  and  counted 
silver  out  into  their  hands.  "I  don't  believe  I'll  be  needin'  you 
boys  tomorrow,  after  all,"  he  said. 

Doug  stood  looking  at  him  a  minute  as  if  .he  wasn't  sure  he'd 
heard  right,  then  he  said,  "Suit  yourself,"  and  started  off  across 
the  field.  Raeburn  ran  and  caught  up  with  him  at  the  edge  of 
the  woods. 

"I  thought  you  said  he  wanted  us  to  work  three,  four  days, 
Doug.  I  thought  you  said  he  wanted  us  to  get  all  of  them  skele- 
tons out  of  that  ice  house." 

"Hunh,"  Doug  said. 

He  stopped  and  looked  about  him  a  minute,  then  turned  off 
into  the  woods.  Raeburn  stood  there  waiting.  When  Doug  did 
not  come  back  he  whistled,  the  soft,  low  whistle  that  they  used 
for  calling  each,  other.  Doug's  head  appeared  suddenly  over  a 
clump  of  'buckberry  bushes.  "Shh !"  he  said  and  beckoned  Rae- 
burn to  come. 

Raeburn  made  •his  way  through  the  bushes.  Doug  was  lying 
flat  on  his  .stomach  behind  the  buckberries.  Raeburn  lay  down 
beside  him. 

"What  you  doing  this  for?"  he  whispered. 

Doug  pushed  a  spray  of  buckberry  a  little  to  one  side.  "Look 
at  that,"  he  said. 

The  man  was  standing  with  his  back  to  them.  In  front  of  the 
coffins.  He  had  his  hat  off.  They  could  see  his.  bald  head  and 
the  fringe  of  gray  hair  that  came  down  on  his  blue  shirt  collar. 
He  put  his  hand  up  and  scratched  his  bald  head,  then  he  leaned 
over  and  lifted  some  bones  out  of  one  of  the  coffins.  He  held 
them  in  his  hands  a  minute  as  if  he  didn't  know  what  to  do  with 
them,  then  he  laid  them  in  one  of  the  boxes  farther  down  the 
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line.  He  kept  on  doing  this  until  he  had  put  some  bones  in  each 
of  the  empty  boxes.  Then  he  began  fastening  the  lids  and  ham- 
mering them  down. 

"What  you  reckon  he's  doing,  Doug?"  Raeburn  said. 

Doug  put  his  lips  up  close  to  Raeburn's  ear.  "He's  dividing 
up  them  skeletons,"  he  whispered.  "He's  dividing  up  them  skele- 
tons so  he  can  git  paid  double." 

He  got  to  his  feet  and  slipped  off  silently  through  the  under- 
brush. Raeburn  followed  him.  When  they  came  to  where  the 
paths  forked  Poug  stopped.  "There  ain't  a  whole  man  in  ary 
one  of  them  boxes,"  he  said.  He  slapped  his  leg  and  rocked  with 
laughter. 

"If  that  ain't  a  Yankee  fer  ye !" 
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do  not  know  how  I  con- 
trived to  be  lonely  in  the  midst  of  a  large  family  but  I  know  now 
that  I  was  a  lonely  child.  I  look  back  and  see  myself,  a  child  of 
five  or  six,  dressed  still  in  a  pinafore,  wandering  for  hours  among 
the  huge  oak  trees  that  dotted  the  lawn  of  our  old  home  place, 
Oakleigh.  The  ground  under  my  feet  is  barren,  whitish  soil  with 
rocks  outbreaking  here  and  there— grass  does  not  grow  well  under 
oak  trees.  There  are  no  flowers  on  the  lawn,  not  a  shrub  breaks 
the  stark  outline  of  the  house  where  it  rises  among  black  trunks. 
I  know  now  that  this  was  because  no  woman's  hand  had  tended 
Oakleigh  since  my  mother's  death  and  I  used  as  a  child  to  won- 
der if  it  was  because  grass  and  flowers  would  not  grow  in  that 
soil.  I  think,  however,  that  the  gloomy  appearance  of  the  house 
was  due  not  so  much  to  the  absence  of  flowers  and  shrubbery  as 
to  its  peculiar  architecture.  The  wide  facade  was  unbroken  by 
even  a  portico  and  the  windows  were  shutterless.  I  thought  of 
the  house  as  having  an  expression,  not  sinister,  yet  curiously  blank, 
a  sort  of  withdrawnness  from  which  you  could  not  escape,  walk 
as  you  would  in  the  yard  or  turn  suddenly  to  observe  it  from  a 
new  angle. 

I  used  to  go  to  the  far  corner  of  the  yard  and,  standing  on  a 
stump,  survey  as  much  of  the  country  as  revealed  itself  thus  to 
the  eye.  There  was  a  broad  pasture  immediately  in  front  of  the 
house,  its  edges  already  encroached  upon  by  old-field  pines.  To 
the  right  was  a  curving  stretch  of  dark  woodland.  To  the  left 
wound  away  the  old,  red  road  that  led,  I  knew,  to  Brackets,  and 
beyond  that  to  Hawkwood  and  Grassdale.  I  had  visited  at  these 
and  various  other  family  places  in  the  neighbourhood,  knew  even 
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the  savour  of  the  houses,  but  I  could  not  take  these  features  into 
my  landscape.  For  me  the  world  as  seen  from  my  dooryard  was 
always  those  woods  and  the  pasture  and  the  old,  red,  winding 
road. 

I  used  to  steal  around  to  the  back  premises  whenever  I  could. 
Here  the  aspect  was  not  so  forbidding.  The  out-kitchen,  a  com- 
fortable two-room  building,  was  always  full  of  Negroes.  Fire 
glowed  in  the  huge,  deep-set  fireplace.  Nancy,  our  fat,  motherly 
cook,  moved  about  in  front  of  it,  tending  her  vessels.  And  sitting 
in  the  corner,  smoking  his  pipe,  his  dog  at  his  feet,  would  be 
Ralph,  her  husband.  He  was  a  giant,  nearly  seven  feet  tall  and 
correspondingly  broad.  I  thought  of  him  as  a  sort  of  Cyclops :  he 
had  only  one  eye,  which  some  trick  of  my  imagination  always 
transposed  to  the  center  of  his  forehead.  The  lids  and  the  cornea 
of  this  eye  were  inflamed  so  that  the  whole  eye  looked  red.  I 
asked  Nancy  once  how  Ralph  lost  his  eye,  and  she  said  scorn- 
fully that  "he  poked  it  out  on  them  old  brambles."  I  don't  doubt 
that  this  was  so.  He  was  a  headlong  hunter  and  would  stop  for 
nothing  when  his  dog  was  on  the  trail.  I  have  heard  visitors  ask 
my  sisters  if  they  were  not  afraid  to  have  him  around  the  house, 
and  indeed  his  appearance  must  have  been  frightening  to  stran- 
gers. But  to  us  who  knew  him  his  scarred  face  was  pleasant  and 
homely.  As  a  child  I  liked  nothing  better  than  to  sit  beside  him, 
to  watch  his  slow,  assured  movements  or  listen  to  the  songs  he 
sang. 

I  remember  one  song — he  used  to  jog  me  on  his  knee  while 
he  sang  it: 

"When  I  was  young  I  used  to  wait 
On  Marster's  table  and  pass  the  plate 
And  pass  the  bottle  when  he  war  dry 
And  bresh  away  the  blue-tail  fly  .  .  ." 

He  had  a  special  way  of  talking  to  me  when  no  one  else  was 
by.  It  was  the  talk  of  one  hunter  to  another,  comments,  mostly, 
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on  the  qualities  of  his  dog,  Ming.  Ralph  was  preeminent  in  that 
community,  not  only  as  a  keen  hunter  of  both  possums  and  coons 
but  as  the  owner  of  Ming.  For  Ming  was  acknowledged  the  best 
possum  dog  in  that  county.  Short-legged,  deep-chested,  lop-eared 
and  a  little  mournful  of  visage,  he  was  infallible  on  the  trail.  It 
was  his  nose,  Ralph  said.  Ne'er  a  nose  like  it  had  he  ever  seen 
on  dog  or  bitch. 

I  think  that  life,  the  secret  life,  that  is  compacted  equally  of 
peril  and  deep  excitement,  began  for  me  in  that  cabin  when  I 
was  about  eight  years  old.  It  was  towards  the  close  of  a  day  in 
early  fall.  Nancy  had  been  busy  about  supper  for  some  time  and 
had  already  begun  to  take  vessels  up  to  the  house.  I  was  sitting, 
legs  dangling,  on*  the  bench  that  was  pushed  back  against  the 
wall  so  that  I  might  be  out  of  her  way.  Ralph  had  been  lounging 
in  his  chair,  but  he  got  up  now  and  went  to  the  door,  *Ming 
padding  softly  behind  him.  Dog  and  man  both  had  their  heads 
lifted  at  the  same  angle,  both  seemed  to  be  sniffing  the  air.  When 
Ralph  turned  around  he  made  one  of  those  cryptic  utterances 
that  had  already  begun  to  stir  me. 

"She'll  lay,"  he  said.  "She'll  lay,  all  right." 

I  knew  that  he  meant  that  the  scent  would  lie  along  the  wind. 
My  excited  imagination  began  to  picture  Ralph  and  Ming  mov- 
ing through  the  woods.  Then  I  realized  that  Ralph  was  address- 
ing me. 

"I'm  gwine  take  you  with  me  tonight,"  was  what  he  had  said. 

I  had  never  before  imagined  myself  as  accompanying  thei 
I  quivered  all  over  with  excitement,  then  despair  swept  over  me. 
"Sis  Patty  won't  let  me  go." 

Ralph  shook  his  head,  slowly,  gently.  "I'm  gwine  talk  to  her,5 
he  said.  "I'm  gwine  set  her  feet  in  the  road." 

I  sat  there  in  a  daze.  I  had  perfect  confidence  in  Ralph.  Whei 
he  spoke  in  that  deep,  assured  tone  I  did  not  doubt  for  a  secom 
that  I  was  going.  But  the  rapture  of  anticipation  kept  flickering. 
I  was  eight  years  old  and  already  knew  something  of  the  ways 
of  the  world.  White  people  and  Negroes  did  not  look  at  things 
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the  same  way.  Even  Ralph  might  not  be  able  to  prevail  upon  my 
sister.  I  could  hear  her  speaking,  scandalized:  "Off  in  the  woods 
at  night  .  .  .  with  that  Negro  man  .  .  .  Aleck!" 

Ralph  was  lifting  his  milk  bucket  off  the  hook.  I  slid  from  my 
bench  and  followed  him  out  into  the  yard.  He  turned  off  in  the 
direction  of  the  cow-pen  and  I  walked  slowly  through  the  back 
yard  into  the  house.  The  supper  bell  had  evidently  rung  without 
my  hearing  it.  The  family  were  just  sitting  down  to  the  table. 
I  took  my  place.  It  seemed  a  long  time  before  I  heard  a  door 
clang  in  the  rear  and  knew  that  Ralph  had  brought  the  milk  in. 
My  sister  went  out  to  the  latticed  back  porch.  I  followed  her  as 
unobtrusively  as  I  could.  My  sister,  as  she  strained  the  milk  from 
one  vessel  to  another,  was  asking  Ralph  if  he  was  sure  he  had 
fastened  the  lot  gate.  A  cow  and  calf  had  gotten  together  the 
night  before  and  we  were  short  of  milk  as  a  result.  Ralph  told 
her  that  the  gate  had  been  fastened.  He  laughed. 

"Them  calves,"  he  said,  "hit's  so  light  these  nights  they  thinks 
it's  day." 

My  sister  agreed  that  we  had  indeed  been  having  beautiful 
moonlight  nights.  Ralph  said  that  the  nights  had  been  so  light 
that  he  had  given  up  trying  to  sleep. 

"I  just  walks  around,"  he  said. 

My  sister  laughed.  "Admiring  the  scenery,  Ralph?" 

"I  takes  my  dog  with  me,"  Ralph  said,  "I  don't  aim  to  go 
nowhere  without  Old  Ming."  He  paused  and  his  eye  lit,  as  if  by 
accident,  on  my  small  figure  silhouetted  against  the  light  from 
the  kitchen  door.  "I  been  promising  to  take  this  boy  out,"  he  said. 
"See  if  us  can  find  us  a  possum."  His  hand  described  a  short  arc 
in  the  air.  The  possum  might  have  been  in  a  tree  on  the  lawn. 
"I  believe  I'll  just  take  him  out  tonight,"  he  said. 

My  sister  looked  doubtful.  Ralph  laughed  again,  crossed  the 
porch  and  swung  me  up  on  his  shoulders.  "Just  run  him  around 
the  lot  a  couple  of  times,"  he  said. 

I  have  no  idea  what  my  sister  was  going  to  say.  But  at  that 
moment  somebody  called  her  from  the  house.  As  she  turned  to 
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go  Ralph  spoke  again,  calmly,  as  if  the  matter  was  settled.  "Just 
run  him  around  the  lot  a  couple  of  times." 

She  nodded  and  hurried  into  the  house.  "You  take  good  care 
of  him,  Ralph." 

Ralph  was  swinging  me  down  to  the  floor.  He  winked  his  one 
eye  at  me  solemnly.  "I  gwine  take  good  care  of  him."  The  door 
had  swung  to  behind  my  sister.  His  voice  changed,  became  abrupt, 
commanding : 

"Git  your  cap.  Git  your  cap  and  come  now  fore  she  change 
her  mind." 

I  grabbed  my  cap  and  we  rushed  down  the  back  steps  and 
out  into  the  moonlit  yard. 

Nancy  was  standing  in  the  lighted  doorway  of  the  cabin.  She 
handed  us  a  bottle  and  package  of  sandwiches — nigger  sand- 
wiches of  fried  meat  and  cold  biscuits.  Ralph  stuck  the  sand- 
wiches and  the  bottle  in  his  pocket  and,  Ming  at  heel,  we  started 
off  across  the  yards  towards  the  stable  lot. 

He  walked  fast.  I  padded  close  behind  him.  The  stable  lot,  a 
grey  oblong  against  the  black  woods,  was  something  to  be  got 
across  quickly.  It  seemed  to  me  that  a  door  had  opened  in  the 
house  behind  me.  Somebody  might  yet  call  me  back.  I  scurried 
around  to  Ralph's  other  side,  stayed  in  his  shadow  until  he  had 
opened  the  gate. 

We  traversed  the  lot  hurriedly,  passed  through  another  gate, 
and  came  out  into  an  open  field  dotted  with  blackberry  thickets. 
Ming  had  been  trotting  sedately  by  Ralph's  side  but  now  he 
gave  a  yelp  and  dove  for  the  heart  of  one  of  these  thickets.  I 
expected  Ralph  to  follow  him,  but  he  pursued  his  own  course 
steadily  across  the  pasture,  talking  to  Ming  meanwhile,  an  even 
flow  of  mild  remonstrance. 

"What  you  act  like  that  for?  .  .  .  Why'n't  you  go  on  and 
tend  to  your  business?  .  .  .  What  you  come  out  here  for  any- 
way?" 

I  was  astonished  and  distressed.  For  months  now  I  had  been 
listening  to  tales  of  Ming's  extraordinary  feats.  I  had  expected 
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him  to  dash  up  to  the  first  tree  he  saw  and  pull  a  possum  down 
by  the  tail,  and  here  he  was,  running  circles  around  a  blackberry 
thicket,  like  any  rabbit  dog !  I  slipped  my  hand  into  Ralph's. 

"Ain't  he  doing  right?"  I  whispered. 

Ralph  glanced  down  at  me.  A  deep,  guttural  noise  came  from 
his  throat.  This  sound,  which  was  indescribable,  was  both  re- 
assurance and  promise.  There  was  in  it,  too,  a  tinge  of  scorn 
for  me,  who  had  presumed  to  doubt  the  hero.  A  moment  later, 
as  if  recollecting  that  I  was,  after  all,  only  a  little  boy,  he 
said: 

"Just  warmin  hisself  up.  .  .  .  Dog  like  him,  takes  him  long 
time  to  git  warmed  up." 

Ming,  having  left  one  thicket  and  dashed  around  another,  was 
coming  back  to  us,  wagging  his  tail.  We  walked  along  in  silence 
for  a  few  minutes  when  suddenly  Ming  stiffened,  stopped  in  his 
tracks,  then  began  plunging  about  Ralph  in  excited  circles.  Ralph 
looked  down  at  him  and  spoke  almost  plaintively : 

"What  you  stompin  around  here  for?" 

Ming's  plungings  became  more  frenzied.  A  curious,  low  whin- 
ing came  from  him.  Ralph's  voice  became  bland,  indulgent.  He 
made  a  slight,  oblique  motion  with  his  right  hand. 

"G'wan,"  he  said.  "G'wan,  dog  .  .  ." 

Ming  shot  off  across  the  field.  Ralph  and  I  followed  him  up 
over  a  rise  and  were  in  the  woods. 

The  moon  was  high  and  full.  It  was  as  light  as  day.  The  trunks 
of  the  saplings  might  have  been  bathed  by  sun  instead  of  moon- 
light, yet  I  was  conscious  suddenly  of  being  in  the  woods,  of 
blackness  all  about  me.  Ralph  had  stopped  and  was  lighting  his 
lantern.  Straightening  up,  he  stood  a  second,  head  cocked  on 
one  side. 

"Thar  he  is,"  he  said  quietly. 

For  Ming's  voice  had  rung  out,  bold  and  challenging.  Ralph 
struck  off  at  once  in  a  rapid  jog  trot  in  the  direction  of  the 
sound.  I  followed  as  best  I  could.  The  next  few  minutes — it  must 
have  been  minutes,  though  it  seemed  hours — were  pure  agony  for 
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me.  I  got  my  right  foot  hung  in  a  loop  of  vine  first  off  and  tried 
to  extricate  myself  by  a  series  of  plunges.  But  I  succeeded  only 
in  tearing  half  my  stocking  off.  I  had  finally  to  bend  down  and 
unwind  the  noose.  When  I  straightened  up  a  long  blackberry 
briar  caught  me  viciously  across  the  cheek.  I  threw  it  aside  and, 
putting  my  arm  up  before  my  face,  plunged  doggedly  on  through 
the  underbrush.  Ming's  baying  must  have  been  going  on  all  this 
time  but  I  did  not  hear  it.  I  was  conscious  only  of  Ralph's  lan- 
tern, describing  its  erratic  arc  of  light.  My  eyes  fixed  upon  the 
light,  I  did  not  see  a  stump  that  rose  breast  high  between  me  and 
Ralph.  It  took  me  cruelly  in  the  pit  of  the  stomach.  I  went  down, 
dazed.  Gold  stars  whirled  on  a  black  velvet  sky  before  my  shut 
eyes,  while  far  off  Ming  still  bayed  coldly,  as  if  from  another 
world.  When  I  opened  my  eyes  Ralph  was  bending  over  me 
with  the  lantern.  He  had  heard  the  crash  and  my  half-faltering 
cry  as  I  went  down.  Without  a  word  he  swung  me  up  on  his 
back  and  we  started  off  again. 

Sitting  high  on  his  broad  shoulders,  I  looked  about  me  while 
I  took  the  breath  cautiously  into  my  bruised  body.  This  was 
better.  Decidedly  better.  Ralph  was  swinging  along  at  a  rapid 
trot  and  I,  perched  on  his  back,  was  rushed  along  with  him.  The 
black  trunks  slipped  by,  one  after  the  other,  faster  and  faster.  I 
had  only  to  duck  my  head  for  low-hanging  branches.  There  was 
no  struggling  with  noosed  vines,  no  scratches  from  briars.  I  began 
to  feel  that  I  was  really  out  hunting — this  effortless,  easy  move- 
ment was  what  I  had  pictured — and  I  was  a  little  disappointed 
when  Ralph  set  me  down  abruptly  on  a  big  oak  stump. 

He  had  put  the  lantern  down  on  the  ground  at  our  feet  but 
its  glow  illumined  his  face.  I  thought  he  looked  worried.  The 
horrid  thought  sprang  into  my  mind  that  perhaps,  after  all,  there 
were  no  possums  left  in  these  woods.  But  after  the  reproof  I  had 
had — I  considered  it  a  reproof — I  did  not  dare  question  him. 
I  merely  sat  as  still  as  I  could,  drawing  my  breath  in  under  my 
still  aching  ribs.  Very  far  off  Ming  was  still  baying,  but  only 
occasionally. 
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Ralph  sighed  and  scratched  his  head.  "Mighty  bright,"  he 
said.  "Moon  mighty  bright  tonight." 

"What  does  that  make?"  I  asked.  "Ralph,  what  difference 
does  that  make?" 

But  Ralph  did  not  answer.  Ming  had  called  again,  a  loud, 
ecstatic  note  that  reverberated  through  the  silent  woods,  the  very 
sound,  I  realized  suddenly,  with  a  shiver,  that  I  had  heard  on 
so  many  moonlight  nights,  lying  sleepless  in  my  bed. 

Ralph  had  caught  up  his  lantern  and '  sprung  to  his  feet.  I 
think  he  had  actually  forgotten  me  for  he  rushed  ahead  a  few 
steps  before  he  turned  around  and  lifted  me  up  onto  his  shoul- 
ders again. 

We  were  in  a  little  more  open  part  of  the  woods  now.  Ralph 
was  running,  long,  swift  steps  that  carried  him  over  the  ground. 
As  he  ran  he  talked  to  Ming,  a  coaxing,  gentle  voice  that  I  had 
never  heard  from  him  before. 

"Come  on  now.  .  .  .  At's  the  boy.  .  .  .  At's  the  baby.  .  .  ." 
And  then,  suddenly,  as  if  addressing  an  unseen  listener:  "Ain't 
he  tellin  'em?" 

We  emerged  from  a  thicket  of  underbrush.  Ming  was  stand- 
ing before  a  dogwood  tree.  He  did  not  turn  as  we  approached. 
His  music  did  not  increase  or  diminish  in  volume,  yet  I  felt  that 
he  knew  we  were  there. 

Ralph,  coming  up,  spoke  one  word:  "Possum!33  I  found  out 
afterwards  that  he  knew  that  by  Ming's  stand.  If  it  had  been  a 
coon  Ming  would  have  run  round  and  round  the  tree,  for  coons 
sometimes  escape  by  jumping  from  one  tree  to  another,  while 
a  possum,  once  treed,  tends  to  stay  put. 

Ralph  set  his  lantern  down,  unfastened  the  hatchet  he  carried 
at  his  belt,  and  loaded  his  gun.  Ming  was  now  in  a  perfect 
frenzy,  breaking  his  stand  every  now  and  then  to  bound  con- 
vulsively as  high  as  he  could  up  the  tree  trunk.  But  Ralph's 
movements  were  deliberate.  He  still  talked  to  himself,  but  coolly, 
as  if  everything  were  now  all  over. 

"I  ain't  gwine  chop  him  down  ...  I  ain't  gwine  shake  him 
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down  ...  I  gwine  shoot  this  old  possum  ...  I  gwine  shoot 
him  once,  right  in  the  right  place  .  .  ." 

I  stood  there,  bewildered.  "Where  is  the  possum,  Ralph?"  1 
asked.  "Where  is  he  ?  I  want  to  see  him." 

"Ain't  nothin  hinderin  you,  is  they?  Walk  right  up.  Walk 
right  up  and  look  at  him." 

I  approached  the  tree  and  looked  up.  I  was  aware,  first,  of 
the  blackness  of  the  foliage.  I  seemed  to  be  looking  down  in- 
stead of  up,  into  deep  layers,  shade  massed  on  shade.  My  eye 
found  the  limb,  followed  it  to  the  gleam  of  the  white  belly.  Then 
I  saw  the  eyes,  round,  golden.  They  regarded  me  steadily,  or 
rather  they  regarded  nothing.  They  glowed,  and  it  was  as  if 
there  was  nothing  in  the  world  but  whirling  blackness  and,  set 
in  it,  those  immense,  those  golden  orbs. 

A  long  time  they  glowed.  The  gold  became  fire,  whirled  with 
the  blackness.  Blackness  was  splintered  suddenly  by  gold.  I  think 
I  put  my  hand  up  to  shield  my  eyes.  Ralph,  coming  up  from 
behind,  jerked  me  aside.  The  gun  barrel  was  a  moving  shaft  of 
light.  It  came  up  slowly,  advanced,  clove  the  massed  shade.  There 
was  a  sound.  A  coarsely  furred  grey  ball  dropped  onto  the  dead 
leaves  at  our  feet. 


c/o  cfny 

(chamber  window*  Sweet 


lyiLR.  Maury  regarded  the 
smoking  dish  Which  Carrie,  the  colored  waitress,  had  just  set 
before  him:  an  oval,  pale  yellow,  quivering,  and  sprinkled  with 
what  appeared  to  be  shavings  of  fine  greens,  the  whole  reposing 
upon  a  silver  platter  and  flanked  by  two  slices  of  thin,  unbuttered 
toast.  Mr.  Maury  prodded  the  yellow  substance  distastefully  with 
his  fork,  then  looked  up  at  the  waitress.  "What's  all  this  flum- 
mery ?" 

Carrie  pursed  her  lips.  "They  calls  it  omelette  feens  zebs." 

Mr.  Maury,  in  turn,  pursed  his  lips.  "Omelette  feens  zebs.  If 
that  ain't  a  heluva  note!" 

A  sparely  built  man  of  about  forty-five  who  had  just  taken  his 
place  at  the  next  table  broke  into  a  laugh.  "Beats  me  how  they 
think  up  all  that  fancy  stuff,"  he  said. 

Mr.  Maury  nodded.  "Omelette  fines  herbes!"  he  said.  "I  like 
fried  ham  for  breakfast."  He  eyed  the  newcomer,  noting  that 
though  he  was  slim  he  was  strongly  built  and  that  he  had  under 
heavy  brows  a  pair  of  fine  gray  eyes.  "Yep,"  he  repeated,  "I 
could  eat  fried  ham*  for  breakfast  every  morning  of  my  life — 
What's  your  name?" 

The  stranger  turned  from  his  contemplation  of  the  view:  Lake 
Harris,  blue-green,  willow-fringed,  its  waters  dancing  in  the 
morning  light. 

"Jim  Yost,"  he  said. 

"And  what  you  doing  here?"  Mr.  Maury  inquired  as  he  un- 
folded his  napkin. 
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"I  thought  I'd  do  a  little  fishing." 

Mr.  Maury  waved  his  hand  towards  the  window.  "It's  a  delu- 
sion," he  said.  "A  delusion  and  a  snare.  I  been  here  two  months 
now.  I  might  as  well  a  been  on  the  Gobi  Desert." 

The  stranger  knit  his  black  brows.  "You  mean  there  aren't  any 
fish  in  that  lake?" 

Mr.  Maury  took  a  mouthful  of  the  omelette,  made  a  face,  then 
swallowed.  "They're  there,"  he  said.  "Hundreds  of  'em.  Hun- 
dreds? Thousands.  Man — "  He  pushed  his  plate  back,  rose  and 
going  to  the  window  went  through  the  motions  of  a  man  deliver- 
ing a  cast.  "You  put  on  the  best  you  got,  Black  Gnat  on  a  No.  4 
hook  if  you're  like  me."  He  made  another  imaginary  cast. 
"Whoopee !  Zip !  You  got  him.  Three-pound  little  mouth."  He 
stepped  backwards,  almost  upsetting  the  table  behind  him,  flexed 
his  wrist  ostentatiously  in  the  play  and  landed  the  imaginary  bass 
on  the  table  beside  the  silver  platter.  "There  he  is.  There  he  is. 
Two  feet  of  your  nose  but  you  can't  take  him." 

The  stranger's  gray  eyes  were  incredulous.  "Why  can't  you  ?" 

"Because,"  Mr.  Maury  explained,  "he's  snarled  up  in  eel  grass 
so  tight  he  can't  budge."  He  waved  his  hand  again  at  the  lake, 
shimmering  among  its  encircling  willows.  "That  whole  damn 
lake,  nine  miles  of  it,  is  covered  two  feet  down  with  eel  grass  thick 
as  the  hair  on  a  dog's  back.  You  can  catch  bass  till  the  world 
looks  level  but  you  can't  take  'em  out." 

Yost's  handsome  face  had  resumed  its  ordinary  calm.  He 
pushed  his  plate  back.  "Well,  that's  hard  if  you  like  to  cast.  I  do 
mostly  bait-fishing." 

Mr.  Maury,  for  some  years  now,  had  not  taken  the  trouble  to 
disguise  any  emotion  that  visited  him.  He  allowed  his  mouth  to 
drop  open  as  he  regarded  the  stranger. 

"I  wouldn't  have  thought  it,  to  look  at  you,"  he  said. 

Yost,  on  his  feet  now,  nodded  pleasantly  and  left  the  dining- 
room.  Mr.  Maury  had  finished  his  breakfast  but  he  sat  on  for 
some  minutes  smoking.  The  dining-room,  vacant  now  save  for 
himself  and  filled  with  fresh  morning  sun,  was  agreeable.  He 
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hummed  a  little  tune  as  he  smoked  and  drummed  on  the  table 
cloth  with  his  fork.  There  was  a  rustle  in  the  passage  outside,  the 
sound  of  a  feminine  voice,  contralto,  agreeably  pitched :  "Good 
morning,  Carrie." 

Mr.  Maury  rose  suddenly  and  catching  up  his  hat  from  where 
he  had  placed  it  on  the  corner  of  the  table  tiptoed  through  the 
swinging  door,  through  the  pantry,  and  on  out  into  the  kitchen. 

Aunt  Fanny,  standing  beside  the  rolling-block,  turned  a  broad, 
good-humored  face.  "Biscuits  all  right  this  morning?" 

"I  don't  know,"  Mr.  Maury  said  glumly.  "I  never  had  any. 
Nothing  but  two  little  old  pieces  of  toast." 

Aunt  Fanny  left  the  rolling-block.  Her  arms  akimbo  on  her 
hips  she  leaned  slightly  toward  him.  "You  know  why?"  she 
inquired  in  a  resonant  whisper.  "  'Cause  you's  too  fat!" 

Mr.  Maury  glanced  down  over  his  protuberant  middle.  "I 
ain't  so  fat,"  he  said.  "And  I've  fallen  off  since  I've  come  here." 

Aunt  Fanny  compressed  her  lips.  "Miz  Carter  say  you  over-* 
weight.  She  show  me  how  to  fix  them  aigs  so  they  won't  be  any 
grease  in  'em.  Say  you  eat  too  much  starch  too." 

Mr.  Maury  gazed  at  her  in  silence  for  some  seconds.  His  lips 
were  closed  but  a  slight  humming  sound  came  from  behind  his 
clenched  teeth.  Finally  he  released  a  long  sigh  and  picked  up  his 
minnow  bucket  from  where  he  had  set  it  behind  the  kitchen 
stove.  "I'll  be  down  a  little  earlier  in  the  morning  from  now  on, 
Fanny,"  he  said.  "You  can  fix  up  all  them  omelettes  you  want 
to  but  I  want  my  fried  ham.  And  three  eggs,  fried  hard." 

He  went  out  onto  the  back  porch,  took  up  his  poles  and  his 
traps  and  started  down  to  the  lake.  Ahead  of  him  somebody  was 
moving  through  the  mimosa  branches.  As  Mr.  Maury  came  out 
onto  the  beach  he  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  man :  the  same  broad- 
shouldered,  athletic-looking  fellow  that  he  had  been  talking  to  at 
breakfast. 

He  shook  his  head,  addressing  an  invisible  companion.  "Now 
would  you  take  him"  for  a  mumble-pegger?" 

The  boat-house  keeper  was  maneuvering  the  Sally  M.  out 
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from  the  flotilla  into  the  open  water  at  the  foot  of  the  dock. 
Mr.  Maury  went  ponderously  down  the  steps  and  ensconced  him- 
self in  the  boat,  poles  ready  to  hand,  live-well  between  his  spread 
legs.  He  raised  his  hand  in  salute  to  Old  Tom  and  taking  up  his 
paddle  sent  the  boat  forward  with  sure,  practised  strokes.  When 
he  was  well  out  into  the  middle  of  the  lake  he  laid  his  paddle 
down  and  glancing  around  involuntarily — he  could  never  get 
over  a  slight  sense  of  shame  at  engaging  in  such  proceedings — 
he  rigged  up  his  pole,  baited  it  with  a  live  minnow,  and  made  a 
long  cast  to  the  left  side  of  the  boat.  The  cork  bobbed  on  the 
waves  only  a  moment  before  it  went  down.  Mr.  Maury  reeled 
the  line  in,  took  a  sizeable  bass  off  the  hook  and  laid  him  in  the 
live-well  in  the  bottom  of  the  boat.  He  performed  these  motions 
abstractedly,  his  thoughts  seeming  to  be  still  on  his  conversation 
with  the  invisible  auditor.  Once  he  spoke  aloud,  a  high,  derisive 
tone  that  carried  far  over  the  lake. 

"Cyarter—"  he  said,  "Cyarter " 

Carter  was  the  name  of  the  lady  whose  voice,  heard  in  the 
hall  a  few  minutes  ago,  had  sent  Mr.  Maury  hurrying  out  into 
the  kitchen.  As  he  uttered  her  name  she  was  clearly  visible  to 
him  as  she  had  appeared  on  his  first  meeting  with  her,  two, 
could  it  already  be  three  months  ago?  He  had  had  a  hard  day 
on  the  lake — that  was  when  he  was  still  trying  to  cast  in  that 
eel  grass — and  he  had  fallen  asleep  in  his  chair  on  the  east 
veranda  almost  immediately  after  dinner.  The  two  ladies,  Mrs. 
Bellows,  the  proprietress  of  the  hotel,  and  the  new  guest,  Mrs. 
Carter,  were  already  deep  in  conversation  when  he  came  to  him- 
self. He  must  have  been  confused  by  his  nap:  he  had  had  for  a 
moment  the  feeling  that  he  was  a  boy  back  in  Virginia,  at 
Brackets,  Hawkwood,  any  of  those  places.  He  had  not  known 
what  it  was  until  Mrs.  Carter  spoke  again;  the  voice  might  have 
been  Cousin  Ellenls  or  Aunt  Vic's.  He  had  chuckled  to  himself 
in  the  dark,  then,  leaning  back  in  his  chair,  had  given  himself 
over  to  his  reflections.  But  the  crisp  Virginia  accents  had  gone 
on.  He  had  heard  them  with  the  top  part  of  his  mind  as  it  were. 
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It  was  a  pure  spirit  of  mischief  that  had  prompted  him  when 
the  ladies  rose  to  go  into  the  house  to  lean  forward  and  speak 
out  of  the  dark : 

"Mrs.  Cyarter,  how  do  you  pronounce  'c-o-w-p-e-n'?" 

The  handsome,  gray-haired  woman  had  given  an  amused 
little  toss  of  the  head.  "Cuppen,"  she  said  briskly  as  she  turned 
into  the  house. 

It  was  the  next  afternoon  when  he  was  coming  up  from  the 
lake,  ragged,  dirty,  his  black  shirt  open  at  the  throat,  that  he  had 
encountered  Mrs.  Carter  on  the  mimosa-bordered  path.  He  had 
stepped  back  into  the  shrubbery  to  let  her  pass  but  she  had 
stopped,  smiling : 

"What  county  in  Virginia  do  you  come  from,  Mr.  Maury?" 

Startled  he  had  yet  retained  some  presence  of  mind.  "I'm  a 
Kentuckian,  ma'am.  Born  in  Todd  County." 

She  had  raised  her  brows  but  she  had  passed  on.  All  would 
have  been  well  if  he  had  let  it  go  at  that.  It  was  his  vanity  that 
had  betrayed  him  that  night  on  the  porch — it  must  have  been  a 
week  later.  Alf  Bellows  had  been  talking  for  half  an  hour:  a 
tedious,  confused  account  of  an  adventure  that  he  had  had  on 
one  of  the  Great  Lakes.  Mr.  Maury  had  listened  with  the  ill- 
concealed  impatience  of  the  born  raconteur.  In  the  pause  that 
followed  Alf's  recital  he  cleared  his  throat  gently. 

"My  uncle,  James  Morris,  had  the  finest  pack  of  hounds  in 
Piedmont  Virginia.  Old  Mag,  Old  Whiskey  and  the  pups — "  He 
told  them  about  the  death  of  Old  Red  and  the  tailing  of  another 
fox,  of  the  time  one  of  Old  Mag's  pups  was  brought  home  on  a 
mattress.  And  of  old  Judge  Rives  who  was  so  book-learned  that 
he  could  hardly  converse  with  ordinary  folks  and,  when  it  was 
time  to  cut  corn,  would  ask  of  his  colored  overseer  if  the  maize 
had  a  uniform  aspect.  And  for  grace  notes,  as  it  were,  a  tale  in 
the  vernacular,  of  Uncle  Sam  Bunch  and  'Lias  Jones's  breachy 
sow:  "Thar  she  was,  Billy,  right  in  the  middle  of  my  sweet  'tater 
patch,  a-nuzzlin'  and  a-guzzlin'.  I  went  in  the  house  and  I  got 
Old  Betsy  down  off  the  rack  and  I  drapped  her  in  her  tracks, 
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eleven  paces  from  the  back  door  to  the  smoke  house.  And  now 
he's  a-lawin'  of  me " 

He  shifted  his  bulk  on  the  hard  seat.  "I'm  like  my  father,"  he 
thought  complacently,  "finest  speaking  voice  in  the  state."  His 
grandfather  before  him  had  had  that  mellow  voice  too.  In  the 
old  days,  when  erudition  counted  for  something,  where  other 
lawyers  would  argue  a  case  he  would  simply  quote  a  little  Shake- 
speare to  the  jury  and  have  'em  crying  in  no  time 

The  cork  went  down  again.  A  redbreast  this  time.  Mr.  Maury 
reeled  him  in  methodically,  tossed  him  into  the  live-well.  It  was 
like  picking  them  up  in  the  middle  of  the  street.  Or  like  the 
Esquimaux.  He  had  read  somewhere  that  they  merely  made  a 
hole  in  the  ice  and  took  the  fish  out.  He  got  out  his  tobacco 
pouch  and,  staring  ruminatively  over  the  water,  filled  his  pipe. 
It  was  the  next  night,  really,  that  the  mischief  had  been  done. 
Alf  Bellows  again.  He  had  had  the  nerve  to  tell  some  more  of 
his  tedious  stories  in  a  rasping,  halting  voice.  It  was  Alf 's  voice 
that  had  broken  down  Mr.  Maury's  resistance.  It  had  been  with 
surprise  that  he  heard  his  own  sonorous  tones : 

"Bitter  constraint  and  sad  occasion  dear, 
Compels  me  to  disturb  thy  season  due: 
For  Lycidas  is  dead " 

That  might  have  been  considered  an  accident;  he  had  not 
intended  to  recite  any  poetry  to  them.  It  was  vanity,  sheer  van- 
ity, that  had  led  him  to  recite  from  Atalanta  in  Calydon,  and, 
not  content  with  quoting  Swinburne,  he  had  gone  on  to  Shelley : 

"And  a  spirit  in  my  feet 
Hath  led  me — who  knows  how? 
To  thy  chamber  window,  sweet " 

When  they  rose  to  go  Mrs.  Bellows  had  thanked  him  for  recit- 
ing so  beautifully  but  Mrs.  Carter,  allowing  him  to  press  her 
soft,  well-kept  hand  in  good-night,  had  not  spoken.  But  he  had 
had  a  glimpse  of  her  face  in  the  light  as  she  turned  up  the  stairs. 
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He  shook  his  head  now  as  he  replaced  the  tobacco  pouch  that  he 
had  all  this  time  been  holding  in  his  hand. 

"Shelley!"  he  said  and  took  up  his  paddle.  "Any  man  that'd 
quote  Shelley " 

His  pipe  had  gone  out.  He  re-lit  it,  sighing.  That  old  line!  As 
infallible  as  Old  Speck,  in  May.  But  it  was  not  May  with  him — 
December,  rather.  In  a  few  months  he  would  have  turned  sev- 
enty. And  Mrs.  Carter  might  be  said  to  be  in  the  ripe  September 
of  her  life.  A  handsome  woman  with  those  wide-set  blue  eyes 
and  gray  hair  waving  softly  back  from  a  really  beautiful  brow. 
She  had  a  spirited  way  of  tossing  her  hair  back  to  keep  that  brow 
clear.  Well,  he  liked  a  bit  of  spirit.  His  dead  wife,  all  the  women 
of  his  family,  had  had  a  thought  too  much  perhaps.  He  seemed 
to  have  spent  the  greater  part  of  his  life  in  soothing  them  down. 
Still,  a  man  got  used  to  that,  he  supposed,  like  having  too  much 
pepper  in  his  food. 

It  was  the  afternoon  after  the  poetry  session  that  Mrs.  Carter 
had  sent  Henry  upstairs  to  know  if  Professor  Maury  would  like 
to  drive  out  to  Rainbow  Springs  with  her.  Henry,  he  thought, 
and  shook  his  head  again.  Henry  .  .  .  Any  man,  living  even  as 
retired  a  life  as  he  himself  lived,  was  bound  to  come  up  against 
manifestations  of  the  injustice  of  Providence  that  were,  to  say  the 
least,  shocking.  Henry  was  the  exact  shade  of  chocolate  brown 
that  Mr.  Maury  liked  in  a  nigger,  six  feet  tall  and  correspond- 
ingly broad.  Smart,  too,  with  a  ready  tongue  in  his  head  and 
capable,  mechanic's  fingers.  Make  anything.  Only  yesterday  he 
had  soldered  Mr.  Maury's  minnow  bucket  beautifully.  It  was  a 
crying  shame  for  such  a  valuable  nigger  to  be  wasted  on  a 
woman.  He  had  told  Mrs.  Carter  so,  too,  roundly :  "I  could  take 
Henry  here  and  make  something  of  him." 

Henry  had  glanced  back  over  his  shoulder,  grinning:  "Yas, 
Suh!"  Mrs.  Carter  had  smiled  too.  "Henry's  been  with  us  since 
he  was  sixteen,"  she  said.  "Mr.  Carter  thought  a  lot  of  him." 

The  boat,  drifting  now  for  some  minutes,  had  arrived  on  the 
west  side  of  the  lake.  It  was  a  place  Mr.  Maury  usually  avoided. 
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Cypress  trees  fringed  the  lake  on  every  side  but  qn  this  west  bank 
they  extended  in  solid  formation  far  out  into  the  water.  Mr. 
Maury,  taking  up  his  paddle,  was  arrested  by  the  sight  of  a  man 
in  a  boat,  paddling,  it  seemed,  straight  for  the  cypress  thicket. 
Mr.  Maury  laid  his  paddle  down  and  watched,  chuckling. 
"Fool,"  he  said,  "he'll  come  out  o'  there  faster'n  he  went  in." 
Minutes  passed,  however,  and  the  man  did  not  emerge.  Mr. 
Maury  paddled  closer  until  he  could  see  the  man's  figure  dodg- 
ing in  and  out  among  the  cypress  trees.  The  man  disappeared 
for  some  seconds,  reappeared  again.  Mr.  Maury  leaned  forward 
to  get  a  better  view.  Suddenly  he  brought  his  hand  down  on  the 
side  of  the  boat. 

"I  don't  believe  it,"  he  said.  "Yep,  that's  what  he's  doing — 
Naw — Yep !"  And  with  the  words  he  took  up  his  paddle  and 
sent  the  Sally  M.  racing  over  the  water  toward  the  cypress 
thicket. 

At  five  o'clock  Mrs.  Carter  came  down  the  stairs  and  out  onto 
the  veranda.  She  was  all  in  pale  gray  and  a  cluster  of  some 
delicate  purple  blossom  was  pinned  at  her  shoulder.  Mr.  Maury 
— he  was  attired  more  formally  than  usual  in  a  baggy  suit  of 
white  Panama  cloth  but  he  wore  his  broad-brimmed  fishing  hat 
— arose  and  escorted  her  to  where  her  automobile  awaited  them 
under  the  porte-cochere. 

As  he  took  his  place  beside  her  Mrs.  Carter  gave  a  fleeting 
glance  upward.  "You  couldn't  find  your  hat?"  she  murmured. 

Mr.  Maury  shook  his  head.  "Musta  mislaid  it.  I  like  this  one 
better  anyhow." 

Mrs.  Carter  smiled  indulgently.  "You  look  so  nice  when  you're 
dressed  up,"  she  said.  "You  ought  to  do  it  oftener." 

Mr.  Maury  did  not  answer.  The  car  wheeled  from  out  of  the 
drive  and  out  onto  the  wide  boulevard.  They  drove  past  the 
courthouse  with  its  fountains,  past  the  cluster  of  bright-awninged 
shops  and  out  into  the  open  country.  Mr.  Maury  cleared  his 
throat. 


To  Thy  Chamber  Window,  Sweet  103 

"I  understand  you  think  I'm  too  fat?" 

Mrs.  Carter  regarded  him  composedly.  "You'd  feel  better  if 
you  weighed  a  little  less.  It's  all  a  matter  of  diet." 

"No,  it  ain't,"  Mr.  Maury  retorted.  "It  runs  in  families.  There 
was  my  father  and  my  Uncle  James  and  my  Uncle  Quent. 
Every  one  of  'em  weighed  two  hundred  by  the  time  they  were 
fifty." 

Mrs.  Carter  sighed.  "Mr.  Carter  came  of  a  family  that  was 
inclined  to  stoutness,  but  he  always  kept  his  weight  down  to  one 
hundred  and  seventy-five." 

"How'd  he  do  it?"  Mr.  Maury  inquired. 

"Diet.  He  rarely  ate  starches,  or  any  fattening  foods,  in  fact. 
Fortunately  he  was  a  great  lover  of  fruits.  Prunes,  figs,  plums; 
there  was  hardly  any  fruit  that  he  didn't  like." 

"I  never  had  any  use  for  prunes,"  Mr.  Maury  said  gloomily. 
"Figs  either.  Might  as  well  be  eating  so  much  hay.  Besides  a 
man  naturally  takes  on  weight  when  he  gets  old." 

Mrs.  Carter  leaned  forward  suddenly.  She  allowed  her  gray- 
gloved  fingers  to  rest  for  a  moment  on  his  brown,  wrinkled  hand. 
"A  man  is  as  old  as  he  feels,"  she  said  softly.  "You  have  the 
heart  of  a  little  child." 

Mr.  Maury  gazed  straight  before  him  to  where  the  road, 
banked  on  either  side  with  roses,  seemed  to  disappear  in  a  tunnel 
of  live  oak  branches.  There  was  silence  for  some  minutes.  It  was 
broken  by  Mr.  Maury.  "The  older  I  get,"  he  said  reflectively, 
"the  more  I  believe  in  the  working  of  a  Divine  Providence." 

Mrs.  Carter  nodded.  "If  one  only  has  faith." 

"Now  take  me,"  said  Mr.  Maury.  "Here  I  been  sitting  around 
for  two  months  griping  because  I  came  to  the  wrong  place  and 
all  the  time  a  revelation  was  being  prepared  for  me." 

Mrs.  Carter's  luminous  blue  eyes  met  his.  He  looked 
away. 

'"This  fellow,  Jim  Yost,"  he  said.  "I  first  saw  him  I  couldn't 
believe  my  eyes.  I  says,  'That  fellow's  crazy.'  But  there  was  some- 
thing about  the  way  he  was  handling  that  rod —  There  was 
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something —  I  paddled  over  there  fast  as  I  could  clip  it  and  what 
did  I  see?" 

"What  did  you  see?"  Mrs.  Carter  asked  crisply. 

"Well,"  said  Mr.  Maury,  "he  was  using  a  two-handed  rod,  his 
own  invention.  Only  combination  rod  ever  made.  Eight  feet 
long.  First  two  joints  bait  rod  joints,  top  joints  fly  rod  joints. 
Bait-casting  and  that  rod  3d  deliver  the  lure  like  it  was  a  fly.  I 
just  stopped  paddling  and  sat  there  and  watched  him.  Finally 
he  turns  around.  'You  know  where  I  could  get  a  boy  to  paddle 
me?'  'Sure,'  I  says.  'Well,  where  is  he  and  what's  his  name?' 
'Name's  Aleck,'  I  says  and  I  beached  my  boat  and  paddled  him 
all  afternoon." 

"That  was  certainly  very  kind  of  you,"  Mrs.  Carter  observed. 

"Hunh,"  said  Mr.  Maury.  "One  thing  about  me  I  ain't  vain. 
Yes,  sir,  I  was  proud  to  sit  at  his  feet.  Well,  we  started  off.  In 
three  hours  he'd  caught  forty-eight.  Catch  'em  on  one  side  of 
the  boat  and  turn  'em  loose  on  the  other.  Along  in  the  evening 
we  got  back  to  that  place  where  all  that  cypress  grows  out  in  the 
lake.  'Go  into  them  cypress,'  he  says.  'Man,  you  can't  cast  in 
there.'  He  looked  at  me.  'When  I  get  a  boy  to  paddle  me  he 
usually  goes  where  I  tell  him.'  'You're  the  doctor,'  I  says  and  I 
put  him  right  into  the  thick  of  'em.  'Now,'  he  says,  'I'll  hook  a  lot 
of  fish  I  can't  land.  They'll  hang  themselves  in  the  tree  roots. 
But  I'll  get  the  strikes.'  He'd  throw  that  lure  through  a  twelve- 
inch  opening  thirty  feet  off  and  bring  out  a  five-pound  bass. 
Hard-casting  he  calls  it.  He  uses  an  invincible  line,  twelve-pound 
test  and  he  never  uses  but  one  a  week.  Casts  so  much  the 
line  wears  out  going  through  the  guides.  I  asked  him — just  for 
devilment — why  he  didn't  get  a  level  wind  reel.  'Why  don't  I 
get  a  seine?'  he  says." 

Henry,  who  had  been  listening  intently,  turned  his  head  to 
look  at  Mr.  Maury.  "What  kind  of  bait  do  he  use,  Cap'm?" 

"Henry,"  Mr.  Maury  said,  "it's  a  shame  for  a  smart  boy  like 
you  to  have  to  spend  his  time  driving  a  lady  around  the  country. 
It  ain't  all  the  rod  and  his  casting.  It's  the  lures/9 


To  Thy  Chamber  Window,  Sweet  105 

"What  are  they  like?"  asked  Mrs.  Carter. 

"They're  like  nothing  in  the  heavens  above  or  the  earth  be- 
neath or  the  waters  under  the  earth,"  said  Mr.  Maury.  "Take  his 
Devil  Bug.  You  want  to  know  how  he  makes  it?" 

Mrs.  Carter  said  that  she  thought  it  would  be  very  interesting 
to  hear. 

"Well,  of  course  the  body  of  the  bug  don't  amount  to  any- 
thing. It's  the  pork  rind.  Get  you  a  piece  half  an  inch  wide  and 
three  inches  long,  preferably  from  the  belly  of  a  sow.  Put  it  down 
on  a  smooth  board,  drive  a  small  tack  in  the  head  of  it  and  with 
a  razor  blade  (new;  nothing  is  too  good  for  the  angler)  cut  the 
rind  into  strips.  The  rind  is  tough  and  will  hold  up  under  the 
blade.  A  beginner,  such  as  you  or  Henry  here,  will  not  be  able  to 
cut  more  than  five  or  six  strips.  Jim  Yost  can  cut  twelve,  smaller 
than  a  broom  straw." 

Mrs.  Carter  said  that  she  thought  Mr.  Yost  must  be  a  highly 
intelligent  man. 

Mr.  Maury  waved  his  hand.  "It  ain't  so  much  intelligence. 
It's  genius,  untutored  genius.  Now  take  me.  I'm  weighed  down 
by  my  learning.  It  cripples  my  imagination.  But  this  fellow, 
knowing  nothing  of  the  art,  will  rush  in  where  angels  fear  to 
tread.  At  one  stroke  he's  bridged  the  gap  between  bait-fishing 
and  fly-casting.  A  Christopher  Columbus,  that's  what  he  is — " 
He  drew  out  his  watch.  "Seven  o'clock.  Don't  you  think  we  been 
out  long  enough?  I  want  to  find  out  how  he  makes  his  Skeeter 
Hawk." 

It  was  ten  o'clock  but  a  light  shone  from  over  the  transom  of 
No.  18.  Mr.  Maury  knocked.  There  was  no  answer  but  the 
sound  of  moving  footsteps  continued.  Mr.  Maury  knocked  again. 
The  door  opened  and  Jim  Yost  put  his  head  out. 

"I  thought  I'd  come  up  and  get  you  to  show  me  how  you 
made  that  Skeeter  Hawk,"  Mr.  Maury  said. 

Jim  Yost  smiled.  "Sure.  Come  in  and  sit  down.  If  you  can 
find  a  place  to  sit."  He  removed  two  suits  of  clothes  from  a  chair, 
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then  knelt  before  a  yawning  suit  case.  "That  Skeeter  Hawk,"  he 
said.  "You  know  it  was  funny.  I  never  could  get  the  right  kind 
of  hair  for  the  feelers  till  one  night  I  was  camping  up  in  the 
Smokies."  He  raised  his  head  and  regarded  Mr.  Maury  seriously. 
"I  was  laying  on  an  old  bear  skin  in  front  of  the  fire  and  I  hap- 
pened to  throw  my  hand  back.  You  know  those  stiff  bristles 
around  the  nose  were  just  the  thing  I'd  been  looking  for.  But  I 
never  would  have  found  'em  if  I  hadn't  happened  to  lay  down 
on  that  old  bear  skin " 

Mr.  Maury's*  eyes  roved  over  the  room.  "It  looks  like  you're 
going  away?" 

Yost  nodded.  "The  notion  just  struck  me  about  an  hour  ago, 
and  I  got  a  telegram  from  a  pal  of  mine.  He's  up  on  the  Suwanee 
River.  I  figure  I  can  make  it  by  tomorrow  afternoon  if  I  get  a 
head  start  tonight." 

"Suwanee  River — "  Mr.  Maury  said.  "Fishing  any  good 
there?" 

"It's  as  good  as  I  want,"  Yost  said.  "You  ought  to  try  it  some- 
time. Man,  I  made  a  run  of  a  hundred  and  fifty  bass  there  one 
day  last  fall." 

Mr.  Maury  rose.  "I'll  be  going  along,"  he  said.  "You  got  to 
pack." 

Yost,  balancing  on  his  haunches,  looked  up.  "I  won't  be  out 
of  here  for  another  hour,"  he  said.  "Say,  I  got  an  extra  one  of 
those  Skeeter  Hawks.  I'll  come  across  it  in  a  minute  in  one  of 
these  bags  and  I'll  bring  it  over  to  you." 

Mr.  Maury  nodded.  "Much  obliged,"  he  said. 

Back  in  his  own  room  he  sat  down  heavily  in  the  big  chair 
that  was  always  pulled  up  to  the  lake  window.  Once  he  spoke 
aloud.  "I  might  have  known  it,"  he  said.  "I  might  have  known 
it."  He  got  up  and  paced  slowly  about  the  room.  Suddenly  he 
paused,  snapping  his  second  finger  and  thumb  together.  "Aleck 
Maury,"  he  said,  "you're  an  old  fool." 

He  went  out  into  the  corridor  and  knocked  again  on  the  door 
of  No.  18. 
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"Come  in,"  Yost  called. 

Mr.  Maury  entered  and  shut  the  door  hurriedly  behind  him. 
"You  got  room  in  that  car  for  a  passenger  ?"  he  asked. 

"Sure,"  Yost  said.  "Like  to  have  you  come  along." 

Mr.  Maury  nodded.  "I  ain't  got  much  baggage.  And  that 
boat —  Well,  I  ain't  going  to  be  tied  down  by  any  boat,  no 
matter  how  good  it  is."  He  approached  Yost  and  laid  a  hand 
on  his  arm.  "They  stay  up  late  sometimes,"  he  whispered,  "but 
if  Mrs.  Bellows  or  any  of  'em  say  anything  to  you,  you  don't 
know  anything.  You  understand?  You  don't  know  anything." 

Yost  looked  a  little  mystified.  "Sure,"  he  said. 

Mr.  Maury  stepped  out  into  the  corridor  once  more.  It  was 
when  he  was  halfway  toward  his  own  room  that  he  met  Henry. 
Mr.  Maury  stopped  short.  'Henry,  too,  paused.  "You  want  any- 
thing, Cap'm?" 

Mr.  Maury  shook  his  head  slowly  from  side  to  side.  He  glanced 
over  Henry's  shoulder  at  a  door  that  was  farther  down  the 
corridor.  "Henry,"  he  said,  "what  did  you  have  to  come  along 
here  now  for?" 

Henry  grinned.  "I  just  stepped  up.  Thought  maybe  that  gen- 
tleman'd  show  me  some  of  them  baits  you  was  telling  about." 

Mr.  Maury  shook  his  head  again.  Suddenly  he  drew  out  his 
wallet,  took  from  it  a  five-dollar  bill.  "Henry,"  he  said  sharply. 
"You  put  that  in  your  pocket.  And  don't  you  go  thanking  me. 
'Nough  noise  round  here  now  as  'tis." 

Henry  followed  him  in  silence  into  his  room.  When  they 
emerged  forty-five  minutes  later  Mr.  Maury  was  carrying  his 
three  rod  cases  and  a  bunch  of  cane  poles.  A  dip  net  was  slung 
over  Henry's  shoulders  and  he  staggered  under  the  weight  of 
two  heavy  bags.  When  he  lost  his  footing  and  slipped  on  the 
landing  Mr.  Maury  turned  on  him  angrily.  "You  want  to  wake 
up  the  whole  house?"  he  demanded. 

They  went  softly  through  the  hall  and  out  onto  the  back 
porch.  In  the  black  shadow  of  the  porte-cochere  ahead  there 
was  a  faint  red  gleam:   the  tail  light  on  Yost's  roadster.  Mr. 
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Maury  tiptoed  across  the  dew-wet  grass,  sank  into  his  seat.  Henry 
was  stowing  the  bags  in  the  rumble.  Mr.  Maury  took  two  white 
envelopes  out  of  his  pocket.  "Henry,"  he  said,  "you  give  this 
envelope  to  Mrs.  Bellows  and  you  give  this  one  to  your  mistress. 
I  wouldn't  want  to  be  waking  either  of  those  ladies  up  this  time 
of  night  to  say  good-bye." 

Yost  was  climbing  in  beside  him.  "All  set?"  he  asked. 

They  moved  out  from  under  the  porte-cochere  onto  the  faintly 
lit  street.  Mr.  Maury  looked  back.  The  wide  fagade  of  the  house 
was  pale  under  its  black  tracery  of  mimosa  boughs.  On  the  sec- 
ond floor  there  was  one  window  where  a  light  still  gleamed.  Mr. 
Maury  raised  his  hand.  His  lips  parted.  He  murmured : 

"  'And  snatch3 d  his  rudder  and  shook  out  more  sail ' " 

Jim  Yost  turned.  "What'd  you  say?" 

Mr.  Maury  leaned  back.  His  fingers  closed  on  his  rod  case. 
He  kicked  the  minnow  bucket  into  better  place  between  his  feet. 
"Nothing,"  he  said.  "How  long'll  it  take  us  to  get  to  that  Suwanee 
River?" 


Kyae    II lore  cJl 


one 


JLhere  wasn't  anybody  in 
sight  on  the  veranda  or  in  the  front  hall  when  I  got  to  the  inn. 
I  went  around  through  the  crape  myrtles  and  the  quince  bushes 
to  the  little  back  enclosure.  Mrs.  Rogers  was  standing  with  her 
back  to  me  turning  over  some  peaches  that  had  been  put  on  a 
table  to  dry  and  Aunt  Zilphy  was  in  her  chair  by  the  steps  pick- 
ing a  chicken.  She  saw  me  and  her  little  eyes  went  beady  but  she 
didn't  say  anything. 

I  stood  there  by  the  big  quince  bush  and  made  my  voice  deep : 
"Madam,  I  want  a  night's  lodging." 

Mrs.  Rogers  flung  up  her  hands  and  screamed. 

"Lawd  God,"  Aunt  Zilphy  said.  "Gome  up  here  and  skeer  us 
to  death!" 

I  went  over  and  clapped  her  on  the  shoulder.  "Burgoo  for 
supper,"  I  said,  "and  apple  pie." 

She  looked  at  me  out  of  her  little  sunk  bright  eyes.  "Man, 
wheah  I  gwine  git  any  squirrels?" 

Mrs.  Rogers  hadn't  let  go  of  my  hand.  "I  thought  you  weren't 
coming  this  year.  You  wrote  and  said  you  weren't  coming." 

"Somebody  got  my  room?" 

She  shook  her  head,  smiling.  "But  the  inn's  pretty  full.  Lord, 
Mister  Maury,  you  ought  to  been  here  Labor  Day.  I  had  a  cot 
set  up  in  every  hall." 

"I'd  rather  be  here  this  week  end,"  I  said. 

We  went  in  the  back  way  and  up  the  hall  that  was  still  cov- 
ered with  matting  and  she  threw  open  the  door  of  Number  22. 
The  bed  was  still  pulled  over  between  the  east  windows  and  the 
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same  picture  was  over  the  wash  stand : .  an  eye  staring  straight 
ahead  and  under  it  a  hand  holding  a  bunch  of  pencils. 

I  sat  down  on  the  edge  of  the  bed  and  took  my  shoes  off  and 
put  on  the  canvas  sneakers  I  had  in  my  bag  and  changed  into 
my  black  shirt  and  fishing  pants.  It  was  four  o'clock  now  but  I'd 
have  time  for  a  short  turn  on  the  river.  I  slipped  my  tin  tackle 
box  in  my  pocket,  got  my  rod  and  my  waders,  and  went  out  the 
back  way  and  around  to  the  side  of  the  house  where  the  paddles 
stood  against  the  wall.  There  were  two  or  three  dozen,  some  of 
them  very  fancy.  I  hefted  them  till  I  found  one  that  suited  my 
hand,  then  started  down  the  path  to  the  river. 

You  come  down  that  path  and  the  first  thing  you  strike  is  a 
long,  deep  pool,  the  Blue  Pool  the  natives  call  it.  Must  be  twenty 
feet  deep  and  ten  or  twelve  from  bank  to  bank.  There's  a  lot  of 
elder  growing  around  it  and  in  summer  the  surface  of  the  water 
is  white  with  the  little  blooms.  I  think  of  Elk  River,  in  winter 
when  I  can't  get  out  to  do  any  fishing  and  it's  this  part  that 
comes  back  to  me.  And  I  remember  old  Bob  Reynolds  sitting  in 
a  boat  in  the  middle  of  that  long  pool  and  looking  up  to  the  top 
of  the  gorge  and  then  down  to  the  last  bend  before  the  Big 
Eddy  and  saying  that  from  this  one  spot  you  can  see  nearly  a 
whole  mile  of  the  Elk. 

The  boat  was  tied  up  at  the  old  place.  I  stowed  my  stuff  in 
the  bottom  and  shoved  off.  I  started  out  the  usual  way,  paddling 
with  my  right  hand  and  then  laying  the  paddle  down  to  take  up 
the  rod  when  I  saw  a  likely  bit  of  water,  but  it  is  wearisome 
continually  laying  down  the  rod  and  taking  up  the  paddle  and 
you  lose  a  lot  of  water  too,  so  I  shifted  to  paddling  with  my 
right  and  casting  with  my  left.  You  can  only  do  that  on  this 
river.  It's  the  paddle  the  natives  make.  Lightest  in  the  world. 
Of  sassafras  with  a  heart  oak  board  for  the  blade,  fastened 
with  six-penny  nails  driven  flush  and  clinched.  The  one  I  had 
was  a  beauty. 

I  made  good  time  up  the  river  and  came  pretty  soon  to  one 
of  my  favorite  holes,  a  place  where  a  big  sycamore  had  fallen 
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quartering  upstream.  It  was  bass  water,  all  right.  I  put  on  Old 
Spsck  and  cast  every  likely  inch  of  it.  Not  even  a  strike.  I  tried 
a  Johnson's  Fancy;  no  better  luck.  I'd  about  decided  to  push  on 
when  I  saw  a  native  coming  around  the  bend.  He  was  making 
time,  putting  his  back  into  it  but  paddling  with  only  one  hand. 
I  thought  at  first  he  was  going  right  by  me  but  he  stopped,  bring- 
ing her  around  with  a  big  swish  the  way  they  do. 

I  saw  his  red  hair  and  pinched-in  mouth  and  thought  he  was 
one  of  Squire  Haynes's  boys.  "How're  you,  Ben?"  I  asked. 

He  shook  his  head.  "  'Tain't  Ben.  It's  Tom." 

"Well,  Tom,  what're  you  catching?" 

He  grinned.  "I  got  one  little  ole  pyerch." 

I  put  my  hand  in  my  pocket.  "Give  you  two  bits  for  him." 

He  threw  the  fish  over,  caught  the  quarter,  and  paddled  off. 

I  got  my  knife  out,  slit  the  fish's  belly  open  and  took  out  the 
maw.  It  was  full  of  little  shining  green  things.  I  sat  there  looking 
at  them.  "Great  Scott  !'T  said.  "He's  full  of  willow  flies." 

I  turned  around  and  shouted,  "Where'd  you  catch  this  fish?" 

There  was  a  second  or  so  before  his  voice  came  back :  "Other 
side  of  Big  Eddy." 

I  looked  up.  The  sun  was  out  of  sight  behind  the  walls  of  the 
gorge  and  the  mists  already  rising  from  the  river.  The  Big  Eddy 
was  more  than  two  miles  away.  I  couldn't  hope  to  make  it  there 
before  dark.  I  put  my  tackle  up,  moored  the  boat  and  started 
up  the  path.  I  hadn't  caught  a  single  fish  and  yet  I  was  happy. 
I  was  here,  when  I'd  thought  up  to  the  last  minute  I  wouldn't 
get  to  come — and  they  were  taking  willow  flies.  Tomorrow  was 
bound  to  be  a  good  day. 

Mrs.  Rogers  was  still  at  the  table  when  I  got  into  the  dining 
room  but  everybody  else  was  gone.  She  called  to  Aunt  Zilphy  to 
bring  the  burgoo  that  she'd  been  keeping  hot  for  me.  I  watched 
Aunt  Zilphy  set  the  big  bowl  of  steaming  burgoo  down  in  front 
of  me  and  it  seemed  to  me  I  could  hardly  wait  to  take  up  my 
spoon. 
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"There  ain't  anything  like  it,"  I  said  when  I'd  had  a  few 
spoonfuls.  "There  ain't  anything  else  like  it  in  this  world." 

Mrs.  Rogers  had  been  sitting  there,  turned  away  from  the 
table,  looking  out  over  the  valley.  She  smiled  when  her  eyes  met 
mine.  "Apple  dumplings,"  she  said.  "You  always  say  that  about 
apple  dumplings." 

"Apple  dumplings  are  all  right,"  I  said,  "in  their  place." 

I  saw  Aunt  Zilphy  looking  at  me  from  the  doorway  and  I 
called  her  in  and  told  her  she  ought  to  write  it  down.  She  sniffed 
and  tossed  her  head  like  she  always  does.  "Cain't  do  no  cooking 
with  a  pencil." 

Mrs.  Rogers  was  looking  at  me,  still  smiling.  "Guess  who's 
here?" 

I  shook  my  head.  "Hope  it's  nobody  I  know." 

"It's  Mr.  Reynolds." 

I  stopped  with  my  spoon  halfway  to  my  mouth.  "You  mean 
old  Bob  Reynolds  is  here?"1 

"He's  out  on  the  porch  now.  His  wife's  with  him." 

I  finished  my  second  bowl  of  burgoo  and  pulled  the  apple  pie 
towards  me.  It  was  hot,  just  the  way  I  like  it,  with  a  dash  of 
nutmeg  and  a  piece  of  cheese  on  the  side.  I  was  glad  old  Bob 
was  here  but  I  didn't  see  why  he'd  brought  his  wife  and  then  I 
thought  maybe  he  couldn't  help  it.  Women  take  notions  some- 
times. 

Aunt  Zilphy  brought  me  another  cup  of  coffee  and  I  drank  it, 
wondering  if  it  would  keep  me  awake.  Mrs.  Rogers  had  gone 
out  to  see  about  something  and  I  was  by  myself  in  the  dining 
room.  I  lit  my  pipe  and  tilted  my  chair  back  against  the  wall. 
In  a  minute  I  would  go  out  on  the  porch  and  see  old  Bob.  At 
first  I  hadn't  wanted  anybody  else  to  be  here  but  I  was  glad 
now  he'd  come.  I  began  planning  which  way  we'd  go  tomorrow. 
The  Big  Eddy,  first,  of  course.  Then  Bob  would  want  to  turn  up 
Rocky  Creek  the  way  he  always  did.  Stubborn  cuss  if  ever  there 
was  one.  Still  I  was  first  on  the  ground  this  time.  He'd  have  to 
do  what  I  said. 

I  got  up  and  went  out  on  the  porch.  Coming  out  of  the  lighted 
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dining  room  everything  looked  black  but  after  a  second  I  made 
out  two  people  sitting  in  chairs  beside  the  rail.  I  went  towards 
them. 

"Well,"  I  said,  "old  Bob!" 

His  deep  voice  came  out  of  the  dark.  "You  old  son  of  a  gun ! 
What  you  doing  here?" 

There  was  a  rustle.  The  woman  beside  him  was  putting  out 
her  hand.  "They  told  us  you  were  here,  Mr.  Maury.  Bob's  been 
telling  me  about  Elk  River  so  long  I  told  him  I'd  just  have  to 
come  along  this  time  and  see  it  for  myself." 

She  had  one  of  those  twittery  voices  and  I  had  an  idea  that 
she  was  little  and  blond  and  dumpy.  Now  that  I  came  to  think 
of  it  I'd  never  heard  Bob  mention  his  wife. 

I  dragged  a  chair  up  and  sat  down  beside  them.  "Bob,"  I 
said,  "they're  taking  willow  flies.  Now  we  got  to  get  an  early 
star^:  in  the  morning.  .  .  ." 

The  woman  spoke:  "Bob  isn't  equal  to  a  trip  like  that.  He 
hasn't  been  at  all  well  lately." 

Bob  was  knocking  his  pipe  out  on  the  railing.  "That's  right, 
Maury.  I've  been  on  the  sick  list,  all  fall." 

The  woman  spoke  up  again  before  I  could  answer :  "But  he's 
so  much  better.  The  doctor  says  it's  wonderful  the  way  he's 
gaining." 

Bob  bent  forward  to  strike  a  match.  I  could  see  his  big 
beak  of  a  nose  and  long  jutting  chin  and  I  saw  too  that  he  had 
some  sort  of  muffler  up  around  his  neck  though  the  night  was 
warm.  His  pipe  was  going  now.  It  made  a  little  purring  noise  in 
the  dark. 

"So  you're  going  to  try  willow  flies,"  he  said.  "Well,  don't 
bank  on  'em  too  much.  Here  today,  you  know,  and  gone  to- 
morrow. Now  if  I  were  you  I'd  start  out  at  that  place  below  the 
second  bridge.  Splendid  rock  bass  water.  .".  ." 

We  talked  there  for  half  an  hour,  about  the  time  we  went  to 
Logan's  Ferry  and  another  big  day  we'd  had  together  up  Rocky 
Creek  in  the  spring. 

Once  Mrs.  Reynolds,  restless,  no  doubt,  at  being  left  out  of  the 
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conversation,  suggested  that  even  if  Bob  couldn't  go  off  with  me 
tomorrow  he  might  do  a  little  fishing.  "Just  stand  on  the  bank 
and  cast.  I  could  carry  all  the  things  down  for  you." 

Bob  laughed,  sort  of  short.  "Maury,  d'you  ever  know  a  woman 
knew  anything  about  fishing?" 

"No,  I  said,  "I  never  did." 

They  were  still  sitting  there  when  I  got  up  to  go  in  the  house. 
I  didn't  feel  like  sitting  there  with  them  any  longer  and  yet  I 
wasn't  ready  to  go  to  bed.  There  wasn't  anybody  in  the  parlor 
or  halls  but  through  the  half-open  door  I  could  see  Aunt  Zilphy 
pottering  around  in  the  dining  room.  I  went  in  and  sat  on  the 
edge  of  a  table  and  smoked  and  watched  her  change  tablecloths 
and  shift  pepper  and  salt  stands.  "What's  become  of  that  half- 
grown  girl  you  had  around  here?"  I  asked,  seeing  how  slow  she 
moved. 

She  sniffed.  "Tuck  some  of  the  boarders'  stockings  and  Miss 
Aggie  done  sont  her  whar  she  b'longs." 

I  shook  my  head  like  I  thought  that  was  mighty  bad.  "Well, 
I  don't  know  what  Miss  Aggie'll  do  when  you  get  too  old  to 
work.  How  old  are  you,  Aunt  Zilph?" 

She  had  taken  a  soiled  cloth  from  a  table  and  held  it  stretched 
out  in  her  hands.  Usually  she  rose  to  a  question  about  her  age 
like  a  bass  to  a  mayfly  but  now  she  was  looking  over  my  head 
out  into  the  hall.  I  turned  around.  There  was  the  sound  of  feet 
on  the  stairs  but  I  couldn't  see  anybody.  Whoever  it  was  must 
have  gone  on  up  to  the  second  landing. 

Aunt  Zilphy  still  stood  there  gazing.  "If  that  woman  any 
'count  she'd  keep  that  man  at  home." 

I  knew  then  it  was  the  Reynoldses.  "Aunt  Zilph,"  I  said, 
"what's  the  matter  with  Bob?" 

Her  eyes  went  beady  the  way  they  always  did  when  she  talked 
about  sickness.  "Doctor  say  it's  his  liver.  He  ain't  got  but  a 
piece  of  liver.  Some  little  something  been  eatin'  on  it.  Done  et 
all  of  it  but  one  little  piece  and  when  that's  gone  he'll  be  dead." 

"Who  told  you  that?" 
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"Didn't  nobody  need  to  tell  me.  Didn't  you  see  his  hand? 
Didn't  you  see  where  the  flesh  done  fretted  off  his  cheeks?  Didn't 
you  see  how  he  looks  out  of  his  eye  ?"  She  had  folded  the  bundle 
of  tablecloths  up  and  was  moving  towards  the  pantry  door.  The 
door  swung  to  behind  her,  then  swung  and  swung  again.  I  stood 
there  till  it  was  quiet,  then  I  went  over  and  got  some  matches 
from  the  little  glass  holder  on  the  mantel  and  left  the  dining  room. 

There  were  half  a  dozen  magazines  in  the  rack  in  the  hall.  I 
took  a  Rod  and  Gun  and  went  upstairs.  I  undressed  and  got  into 
bed  and  read  for  a  while,  propped  up  against  the  pillows.  But 
the  magazine  was  old  and  I  never  could  read  that  stuff,  anyhow, 
and  after  a  while  I  switched  off  the  light  and  just  lay  there,  still 
propped  against  the  pillows.  My  bed  faced  the  gorge.  You 
couldn't  see  the  water,  of  course.  It  was  too  deep  down  but  you 
could  see  the  light  from  the  hotel  windows  shining  in  two  broad 
shafts  on  the  leaves  and  you  could  see  the  black  trunks  of  the 
poplars  going  down,  down  to  where  the  water  was,  'way  below. 
I  looked  away  from  the  open  window  at  the  picture  that  was 
hung  up  high  towards  the  ceiling.  The  eye  gazed  straight  at  me 
the  way  it  always  did.  It  came  to  me  suddenly  what  it  was: 
Brotherhood  of  Railway  Conductors,  of  course.  Jim  Rogers,  Miss 
Aggie's  husband,  had  been  a  conductor.  He  had  been  dead  a 
long  time  now.  I  thought  of  Bob  Reynolds  and  wondered 
whether  it  was  his  liver  as  Aunt  Zilphy  had  said.  She  was  a  morbid 
old  crow  and  loved  to  tell  of  people  she  had  known  that  died  of 
cancer.  And  then  I  wondered  how  it  would  be  to  know  that  there 
was  something  inside  you  that  would  give  soon  and  that  you 
could  only  live  as  long  as  it  lasted,  a  year,  six  months,  three.  .  .  . 
Would  you  want  to  stay  very  quiet  so  you  might  live  longer  or 
would  you  tell  yourself  there  was  nothing  the  matter  and  try  to 
have  as  good  a  time  as  you  could?  The  other  shaft  of  light  had 
disappeared  from  the  dark  slope  outside.  I  could  hear  the  man 
next  door  snoring.  I  slipped  down  so  that  I  lay  flat  in  the  bed 
and  sent  myself  to  sleep  the  way  I  do  sometimes,  just  seeing  a 
pool  of  water  somewhere  around  a  bend  and  myself  coming  up  to 
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it,  all  set,  the  Tucker  Special  in  my  hand,  a  Black  Gnat  all  ready 
to  put  on.  .  .  . 

I  was  up  before  day  the  next  morning — had  to  light  a  match 
to  get  the  lines  through  the  guides.  I  didn't  waste  any  time  on 
other  pools  but  paddled  hard  as  I  could  clip  it  up  to  the  Big 
Eddy.  It  was  a  three-mile  pull.  The  sun  was  well  up  when  I  came 
around  the  bend  to  where  the  big  willows  were.  The  flies  were 
still  there,  hundreds  of  'em,  shining  in  the  sun.  There  was  one 
branch  hanging  'way  over  the  water  where  a  great  cluster  had 
settled,  almost  like  a  swarm  of  bees.  A  streak  of  light  ran  there 
under  the  willows.  I  could  see  the  water  dimpling  as  the  fish  took 
the  flies  just  as  they'd  hit  the  surface.  I  stopped  paddling  and 
sat  there  a  few  minutes,  sizing  things  up,  then  I  eased  the  boat 
up  to  the  bank  and  made  it  fast  just  about  thirty  feet  from  the 
willows.  I  went  into  my  tackle  box  and  got  out  my  willow  fly  and 
made  my  first  cast  just  on  the  edge  of  that  dimpling  water.  I  was 
on  to  a  pound  bream  right  away.  I  put  on  all  the  pressure  I 
dared  so  as  to  get  him  away  from  the  hole  and  not  disturb  the 
others  but  it  was  a  hard  fight  for  a  three  and  a  half  ounce  rod. 
I  landed  him,  all  right,  downstream,  two  feet  from  the  bank.  I 
didn't  take  time  to  string  him,  just  threw  him  into  the  bottom  of 
the  boat  and  went  back  to  it.  The  next  was  a  pound  and  a  half 
Little  Mouth — they're  chicken  hawk  and  chain  lightning.  I 
didn't  get  him  out  into  the  stream  quick  enough  and  he  churned 
that  hole  up  so  that  I  had  to  wait  another  hour  before  the  water 
started  dimpling  again.  I  cast  then,  taking  pains  to  make  the  fly 
hit  the  water  before  the  leader  touched  it  and  took  another  good- 
sized  Little  Mouth.  There  were  some  crappie  after  that  and  sev- 
eral bream  and  then  suddenly  it  was  all  off.  They'd  quit.  Full 
up.  You've  seen  it  happen  often  but  you  never  can  quite  believe 
it.  I  wasted  another  hour  there  by  those  willows,  then  I  paddled 
on  upstream.  There  were  plenty  more  willows  swarming  with 
flies  but  it  was  the  same  thing  all  along.  They  weren't  taking  'em. 
I  thought  of  what  old  Bob  had  said  about  willow  flies:  "Here 
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today  and  gone  tomorrow."  Well,  it  was  tomorrow  now.  I'd 
have  to  try  something  else. 

I  must  have  been  five  or  six  miles  from  the  head  of  the  gorge 
by  this  time.  I  ate  my  lunch  and  rested  awhile  in  the  shade,  then 
started  back.  I  fished  slowly  downstream,  picking  up  some  fine 
bream  and  some  Little  Mouth.  Once  I  saw  a  man  ahead  of  me 
in  a  boat,  drifting  along,  not  fishing.  It  looked  like  Bob  Reynolds 
but  I  didn't  think  it  could  be ;  he'd  said  himself  he  could  hardly 
make  it  down  to  the  river.  It  was  five  o'clock  when  I  came  out 
at  the  head  of  the  Blue  Pool  and  saw  the  sun  at  the  top  of  the 
gorge  and  knew  that  the  day  was  nearly  over.  The  man  in  the 
boat  was  at  the  other  end  of  the  long  pool  by  this  time,  a  tall 
man  with  a  peaked  cap  pulled  down  over  his  face.  I  looked 
up  from  putting  on  a  fly  and  saw  him  round  the  bend  there  by 
the  big  sycamore  and  then  I  forgot  all  about  him.  The  Blue  Pool 
is  wonderful  rock  bass  water.  I  put  on  a  Johnson's  Fancy  with 
a  South  Bend  Trix-Oreno,  a  quick  sinking  bait,  weedless,  and 
cast  right  in  the  middle  of  the  current.  If  he  strikes  going  from 
you  he'll  hang  himself.  If  he  strikes  either  to  the  right  or  left 
you'll  see  the  movement  of  the  line.  I  began  to  retrieve  slowly, 
vibrating  the  tip  of  the  rod  to  give  action.  The  line  twisted 
sharply  to  the  left  and  I  knew  I  was  on  to  a  big  one.  The  next 
one  I  took  was  going  from  me,  a  splendid  Little  Mouth.  There 
were  two  or  three  more  bass  after  that  and  then  it  was  too  dark 
to  see,  so  I  put  up  my  tackle  and  drifted  back  to  the  landing. 

It  was  good  dark  when  I  got  up  to  the  inn.  People  were  run- 
ning around  in  the  halls.  Somewhere  upstairs  a  woman  was 
screaming.  I  stood  there  on  the  lower  veranda  and  listened  to 
her  scream  and  then  stop  and  scream  again.  After  a  while  Mrs. 
Rogers  came  down  the  back  way.  She  said  Bob  Reynolds  had 
taken  a  boat  and  gone  off  by  himself  early  in  the  afternoon.  His 
wife  wanted  to  go  with  him  but  he  wouldn't  let  her.  They  had 
found  the  boat  two  hours  ago  stuck  in  some  willows  but  Bob 
had  never  come  back. 

That  was  eight  o'clock.  They  went  down  half  an  hour  later 
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with  searchlights  and  lanterns  and  hunted  all  over  the  banks  of 
the  creek.  But  they  couldn't  do  any  good,  of  course,  in  the  dark. 
The  next  afternoon  they  found  his  body.  In  the  Blue  Hole.  There 
was  an  iron  dumbbell  weighing  five  pounds  in  each  pocket.  Lida 
Reynolds  said  she  had  intended  all  along  asking  him  what  that 
odd-looking  bundle  was  he  was  carrying  when  they  got  on  the 
train.  Now  that  it  was  all  over  she  remembered  that  he  had  had  a 
queer  look  on  his  face  when  they  first  started  talking  about  the 
trip — when  he  said  he  wanted  to  see  the  old  place  one  more  time. 
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it  hat  was  the  fall  when  the 
leaves  stayed  green  so  long.  We  had  a  drouth  in  August  and  the 
ponds  everywhere  were  dry  and  the  water  courses  shrunken. 
Then  in  September  heavy  rains  came.  Things  greened  up.  It 
looked  like  winter  was  never  coming. 

"You  aren't  going  to  hunt  this  year,  Aleck?"  Molly  said.  "Re- 
member how  you  stayed  awake  nights  last  fall  with  that  pain  in 
your  leg." 

In  October  light  frosts  came.  In  the  afternoons  when  I  sat  on 
the  back  porch  going  over  my  fishing  tackle  I  marked  their 
progress  on  the  elderberry  bushes  that  were  left  standing  against 
the  stable  fence.  The  lower,  spreading  branches  had  turned  yel- 
low and  were  already  sinking  to  the  ground  but  the  leaves  in  the 
top  clusters  still  stood  up  stiff  and  straight. 

"Ah-ha,  it'll  get  you  yet!"  I  said,  thinking  how  frost  creeps 
higher  and  higher  out  of  the  ground  each  night  of  fall. 

The  dogs  next  door  felt  it  and  would  thrust  their  noses  through 
the  wire  fence  scenting  the  wind  from  the  north.  When  I  walked 
in  the  back  yard  they  would  bound  twice  their  height  and  whine, 
for  meat  scraps  Molly  said,  but  it  was  because  they  smelt  blood 
on  my  old  hunting  coat. 

They  were  almost  matched  liver-and-white  pointers.  The  big 
dog  had  a  beautiful,  square  muzzle  and  was  deep-chested  and 
rangy.  The  bitch,  Judy,  had  a  smaller  head  and  not  so  good  a 
muzzle  but  she  was  springy-loined  too  and  had  one  of  the  merri- 
est tails  I've  ever  watched. 

When  Joe  Thomas,  the  boy  that  owned  them,  came  home 
from  the  hardware  store  he  would  change  his  clothes  and  then 
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come  down  the  back  way  and  we  would  stand  there  watching 
the  dogs  and  wondering  how  they  would  work.  They  had  just 
been  with  a  trainer  up  in  Kentucky  for  three  months.  Joe  said 
they  were  keen  as  mustard.  He  was  going  to  take  them  out  the 
first  good  Saturday  and  he  wanted  me  to  come  along. 

"I  can't  make  it,"  I  said.  "My  leg's  worse  this  fall  than  it  was 
last." 

The  fifteenth  of  November  was  clear  and  so  warm  that  we  sat 
out  on  the  porch  till  nine  o'clock.  It  was  still  warm  when  we 
went  to  bed  towards  eleven.  The  change  must  have  come  in  the 
middle  of  the  night.  I  woke  once,  hearing  the  clock  strike  two 
and  felt  the  air  cold  on  my  face  and  thought  before  I  went  back 
to  sleep  that  the  weather  had  broken  at  last.  When  I  woke  again 
towards  dawn  the  cold  air  slapped  my  face  hard.  I  came  wide 
awake,  turned  over  in  bed  and  looked  out  of  the  window.  The 
sun  was  just  coming  up  behind  a  wall  of  purple  clouds  streaked 
with  amber.  As  I  watched,  it  burned  through  and  the  light  every- 
where got  bright. 

There  was  a  scaly  bark  hickory  tree  growing  on  the  east  side 
of  the  house.  You  could  see  its  upper  branches  from  the  bedroom 
window.  The  leaves  had  turned  yellow  a  week  ago.  But  yester- 
day evening  when  I  walked  out  there  in  the  yard  they  had  still 
been  flat,  with  green  streaks  showing  in  them.  Now  they  were 
curled  up  tight  and  a  lot  of  leaves  had  fallen  to  the  ground. 

I  got  out  of  bed  quietly  so  as  not  to  wake  Molly,  dressed  and 
went  down  the  back  way  over  to  the  Thomas  house.  There  was 
no  one  stirring  but  I  knew  which  room  Joe's  was.  The  window 
was  open  and  I  could  hear  him  snoring.  I  went  up  and  stuck 
my  head  in. 

"Hey,"  I  said,  "killing  frost!" 

He  opened  his  eyes  and  looked  at  me  and  then  his  eyes  went 
shut.  I  reached  my  arm  through  the  window  and  shook  him.  "Get 
up,"  I  said.  "We  got  to  start  right  away." 

He  was  awake  now  and  out  on  the  floor,  stretching.  I  told  him 
to  dress  and  be  over  at  the  house  as  quick  as  he  could.  I'd  have 
breakfast  ready  for  us  both. 


The  Last  Day  in  the  Field  i  2  i 

Aunt  Martha  had  a  way  of  leaving  fire  in  the  kitchen  stove  at 
night.  There  were  red  embers  there  now.  I  poked  the  ashes  out 
and  piled  kindling  on  top  of  them.  When  the  flame  came  up  I 
put  some  heavier  wood  on,  filled  the  coffeepot  and  put  some 
grease  on  in  a  skillet.  By  the  time  Joe  got  there  I  had  coffee  ready 
and  had  stirred  up  some  hoe  cakes  to  go  with  our  fried  eggs. 
Joe  had  brought  a  thermos  bottle.  We  put  the  rest  of  the  coffee 
in  it  and  I  found  a  ham  in  the  pantry  and  made  some  sand- 
wiches. 

While  I  was  fixing  the  lunch  Joe  went  down  to  the  lot  to  hitch 
up.  He  was  just  driving  the  buggy  out  of  the  stable  when  I 
came  down  the  back  steps.  The  dogs  knew  what  was  up,  all 
right.  They  were  whining  and  surging  against  the  fence  and  Bob, 
the  big  dog,  thrust  his  paw  through  and  into  the  pocket  of  my 
hunting  coat  as  I  passed.  While  Joe  was  snapping  on  the  leashes 
I  got  a  few  handfuls^of  straw  from  the  rack  and  put  it  in  the 
foot  of  the  buggy.  It  was  twelve  miles  where  we  were  going;  the 
dogs  would  need  to  ride  warm  coming  back. 

Joe  said  he  would  drive.  We  got  in  the  buggy  and  started  out, 
up  Seventh  street,  on  over  to  College  and  out  through  Scufftown. 
When  we  got  into  the  nigger  section  we  could  see  what  a  killing 
frost  it  had  been.  A  light  shimmer  over  all  the  ground  still  and 
the  weeds  around  all  the  cabins  dark  and  matted  the  way  they 
are  when  the  frost  hits  them  hard  and  twists  them. 

We  drove  on  over  the  Red  River  bridge  and  out  into  the  open 
country.  At  Jim  Gill's  place  the  cows  had  come  up  and  were 
standing  there  waiting  to  be  milked  but  nobody  was  stirring  yet 
from  the  house.  I  looked  back  from  the  top  of  the  hill  and  saw 
that  the  frost  mists  still  hung  heavy  in  the  bottom  and  thought 
it  was  a  good  sign.  A  day  like  this  when  the  earth  is  warmer 
than  the  air  currents  is  good  for  the  hunter.  Scent  particles  are 
borne  on  the  warm  air;  and  birds  will  forage  far  on  such  a 
day. 

It  took  us  over  an  hour  to  get  from  Gloversville  to  Spring 
Creek.  Joe  wanted  to  get  out  as  soon  as  we  hit  the  big  bottom 
there  but  I  held  him  down  and  we  drove  on  through  and  up 
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Rollow's  hill  to  the  top  of  the  ridge.  We  got  out  there,  unhitched 
Old  Dick  and  turned  him  into  one  of  Rob  Fayerlee's  pastures — 
I  thought  how  surprised  Rob  would  be  when  he  looked  out  and 
saw  him  grazing  there — put  our  guns  together  and  started  out, 
with  the  dogs  still  on  leash. 

It  was  rough,  broken  ground,  scrub  oak  with  a  few  gum  trees 
and  lots  of  buckberry  bushes.  One  place  a  patch  of  corn  ran 
clear  up  to  the  top  of  the  ridge.  As  we  passed  along  between  the 
rows,  I  could  see  the  frost  glistening  on  the  north  side  of  every 
stalk.  I  knew  it  was  going  to  be  a  good  day. 

I  walked  over  to  the  brow  of  the  hill.  From  there  you  could 
see  off  over  the  whole  valley — I've  hunted  over  every  foot  of  it 
in  my  time — tobacco  land,  mostly.  One  or  two  patches  of  cow- 
peas  there  on  the  side  of  the  ridge.  I  thought  we  might  start 
there  and  then  I  knew  that  wouldn't  do.  Quail  will  linger  on 
the  roost  a  cold  day  and  feed  in  shelter  during  the  morning.  It  is 
only  in  the  afternoon  that  they  will  work  out  well  into  the  open. 

The  dogs'  whining  made  me  turn  around.  Joe  had  bent  down 
and  was  about  to  slip  the  leaches.  "Hey,  boy,"  I  said,  "wait  a 
minute." 

I  turned  around  and  looked  down  the  other  side  of  the  hill. 
It  looked  better  that  way.  The  corn  land  of  the  bottoms  ran 
high  up  on  to  the  ridge  in  several  places  there  and  where  the 
corn  stopped  there  were  big  patches  of  ironweed  and  buckberry. 
I  stooped  and  knocked  my  pipe  out  on  a  stump. 

"Let's  go  that  way,"  I  said. 

Joe  was  looking  at  my  old  buckhorn  whistle  that  I  had  slung 
around  my  neck.  "I  forgot  to  bring  mine,"  he  said. 

"All  right,"  I  said,  "I'll  handle  'em." 

He  unfastened  their  collars  and  cast  off.  They  broke  away, 
racing  for  the  first  hundred  yards  and  barking,  then  suddenly 
swerved.  The  big  dog  took  off  to  the  right  along  the  hillside. 
The  bitch,  Judy,  skirted  a  belt  of  corn  along  the  upper  bottom- 
lands. I  kept  my  eye  on  the  big  dog.  A  dog  that  has  bird  sense 
knows  cover  when  he  sees  it.  This  big  Bob  was  an  independent 
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hunter.  I  could  see  him  moving  fast  through  the  scrub  oaks, 
working  his  way  down  towards  a  patch  of  ironweed.  He  caught 
the  first  scent  traces  just  on  the  edge  of  the  weed  patch  and  froze. 
Judy,  meanwhile,  had  been  following  the  line  of  the  corn  field. 
A  hundred  yards  away  she  caught  sight  of  Bob's  point  and 
backed  him. 

We  went  up  and  flushed  the  birds.  They  got  up  in  two 
bunches.  I  heard  Joe's  shot  while  I  was  in  the  act  of  raising  my 
gun  and  I  saw  his  bird  fall  not  thirty  paces  from  where  I  stood. 
I  had  covered  a  middle  bird  of  the  larger  bunch — that's  the  one 
led  by  the  boss  cock — the  way  I  usually  do.  He  fell,  whirling 
head  over  heels,  driven  a  little  forward  by  the  impact.  A  well- 
centered  shot.  I  could  tell  by  the  way  the  feathers  fluffed  as  he 
tumbled.    . 

The  dogs  were  off  through  the  grass.  They"  had  retrieved  both 
birds.  Joe  stuck  his  in  his  pocket.  He  laughed.  "I  thought  there 
for  a  minute  you  were  going  to  let  him  get  away." 

I  looked  at  him  but  I  didn't  say  anything.  It's  a  wonderful 
thing  to  be  twenty  years  old. 

The  majority  of  the  singles  had  flown  straight  ahead  to  settle 
in  the  rank  grass  that  jutted  out  from  the  bottom  land.  Judy  got 
down  to  work  at  once  but  the  big  dog  broke  off  to  the  left, 
wanting  to  get  footloose  to  find  another  covey.  I  thought  of  how 
Gyges,  the  best  dog  I  ever  had — the  best  dog  any  man  ever  had 
— used  always  to  want  to  do  the  same  thing,  and  I  laughed. 

"Naw,  you  won't,"  I  said.  "Gome  back  here,  you  scoundrel, 
and  hunt  these  singles," 

He  stopped  on  the  edge  of  a  briar  patch,  looked  at  me  and 
heeled  up  promptly.  I  clucked  him  out  again.  He  gave  me  an- 
other look.  I  thought  we  were  beginning  to  understand  each 
other  better.  We  got  some  nice  points  among  those  singles  and  I 
found  him  reasonably  steady  to  both  wing  and  shot,  needing 
only  a  little  control. 

We  followed  that  valley  along  the  creek  bed  through  two  or 
three  more  corn  fields  without  finding  another  covey.  Joe  was 
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disappointed  but  I  wasn't  worrying  yet;  you  always  make  your 
bag  in  the  afternoon. 

It  was  twelve  o'clock  by  this  time.  We  turned  up  the  ravine 
towards  Buck  Springs.  They  had  cleared  out  some  of  the  big 
trees  on  the  sides  of  the  ravine  but  the  spring  itself  was  just  the 
same:  the  tall  sycamore  tree  and  the  water  pouring  in  a  thin 
stream  over  the  slick  rocks.  I  unwrapped  the  sandwiches  and 
the  pieces  of  cake  and  laid  them  on  a  stump.  Joe  had  got  the 
thermos  bottle  out  of  his  pocket.  Something  had  gone  wrong 
with  it  and  the  coffee  was  stone  cold.  We  were  about  to  drink 
it  that  way  when  Joe  saw  a  good  tin  can  flung  down  beside  the 
spring.  He  made  a  trash  fire  and  we  put  the  coffee  in  the  can 
and  heated  it  to  boiling. 

Joe  finished  his  last  sandwich  and  reached  for  the  cake.  "Good 
ham,"  he  said. 

"It's  John  Ferguson's,"  I  said.  I  was  watching  the  dogs.  They 
were  tired,  all  right.  Judy  had  scooped  out  a  soft  place  between 
the  roots  of  the  sycamore  but  the  big  dog,  Bob,  lay  there  with 
his  forepaws  stretched  out  before  him,  never  taking  his  eyes  off 
our  faces.  I  looked  at  him  and  thought  how  different  he  was 
from  his  mate  and  like  some  dogs  I  had  known — and  men,  too 
— who  lived  only  for  hunting  and  could  never  get  enough  no 
matter  how  long  the  day  was.  There  was  something  about  his 
head  and  his  markings  that  reminded  me  of  another  dog  I  used 
to  hunt  with  a  long  time  ago  and  I  asked  the  boy  who  had 
trained  him.  He  said  the  old  fellow  he  bought  the  dogs  from 
had  been  killed  last  spring,  over  in  Trigg :  Charley  Morrison. 

Charley  Morrison.  I  remembered  how  he  died.  Out  hunting 
by  himself  and  the  gun  had  gone  off,  accidentally,  they  said. 
Charley  had  called  the  dog  to  him,  got  blood  all  over  him  and 
sent  him  home.  The  dog  went,  all  right,  but  when  they  got  there 
Charley  was  dead.  Two  years  ago  that  was  and  now  I  was 
hunting  the  last  dogs  he'd  ever  trained.  .  .  . 

Joe  lifted  the  thermos  bottle.  "Another  cup?" 

I  held  my  cup  out  and  he  rilled  it.  The  coffee  was  still  good 
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and  hot.  I  lit  my  pipe  and  ran  my  eye  over  the  country  in  front 
of  us.  I  always  enjoy  figuring  out  which  way  they'll  go.  This 
afternoon  with  the  hot  coffee  in  me  and  the  ache  gone  from  my 
leg  I  felt  like  I  could  do  it.  It's  not  as  hard  as  it  looks.  A  well- 
organized  covey  has  a  range,  like  chickens.  I  knew  what  they'd 
be  doing  this  time  of  day:  in  a  thicket,  dusting — sometimes 
they'll  get  up  in  grapevine  swings.  Then  after  they've  fed  and 
rested  they'll  start  out  again,  working  always  towards  the 
open. 

Joe  was  stamping  out  his  cigarette.  "Let's  go." 
The  dogs  were  already  out  of  sight  but  I  could  see  the  sedge 
grass  ahead  moving  and  I  knew  they'd  be  making  for  the  same 
thing  that  took  my  eye :  a  spearhead  of  thicket  that  ran  far  out 
into  this  open  field.  We  came  up  over  a  little  rise.  There  they 
were.  Bob  on  a  point  and  Judy,  the  staunch  little  devil,  backing 
him,  not  fifty  feet  from  the  thicket.  I  saw  it  was  going  to  be 
tough  shooting.  No  way  to  tell  whether  the  birds  were  between 
the  dog  and  the  thicket  or  in  the  thicket  itself.  Then  I  saw  that 
the  cover  was  more  open  along  the  side  of  the  thicket  and  I 
thought  that  that  was  the  way  they'd  go  if  they  were-  in  the 
thicket.  But  Joe  had  already  broken  away  to  the  left.  He  got  too 
far  to  the  side.  The  birds  flushed  to  the  right  and  left  him  stand- 
ing, flat-footed,  without  a  shot. 

He  looked  sort  of  foolish  and  grinned. 

I  thought  I  wouldn't  say  anything  and  then  found  myself 
speaking : 

"Trouble  with  you,  you  try  to  outthink  the  dog." 
There  was  nothing  to  do  about  it  now,  though,  and  the  chances 
were  that  the  singles  had  pitched  through  the  trees  below.  We 
went  down  there.  It  was  hard  hunting.  The  woods  were  open, 
the  ground  heavily  carpeted  everywhere  with  leaves.  Dead  leaves 
make  a  tremendous  rustle  when  the  dogs  surge  through  them ;  it 
takes  a  good  nose  to  cut  scent  keenly  in  such  dry,  noisy  cover. 
I  kept  my  eye  on  Bob.  He  never  faltered,  getting  over  the  ground 
in  big,  springy  strides  but  combing  every  inch  of  it.  We  came  to 
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an  open  place  in  the  woods.  Nothing  but  big  hickory  trees  and 
bramble  thickets  overhung  with  trailing  vines.  Bob  passed  the 
first  thicket  and  came  to  a  beautiful  point.  We  went  up.  He 
stood  perfectly  steady  but  the  bird  flushed  out  fifteen  or  twenty 
steps  ahead  of  him.  I  saw  it  swing  to  the  right,  gaining  altitude 
very  quickly,  and  it  came  to  me  how  it  would  be. 

I  called  to  Joe:  "Don't  shoot  yet." 

He  nodded  and  raised  his  gun,  following  the  bird  with  the 
barrel.  It  was  directly  over  the  treetops  when  I  gave  the  word 
and  he  shot,  scoring  a  clean  kill. 

He  laughed  excitedly  as  he  stuck  the  bird  in  his  pocket.  "Man! 
I  didn't  know  you  could  take  that  much  time!" 

We  went  on  through  the  open  woods.  I  was  thinking  about  a 
day  I'd  had  years  ago,  in  the  woods  at  Grassdale,  with  my  uncle, 
James  Morris,  and  his  son  Julian.  Uncle  James  had  given  Julian 
and  me  hell  for  missing  just  such  a  shot.  I  can  see  him  now, 
standing  up  against  a  big  pine  tree,  his  face  red  from  liquor  and 
his  gray  hair  ruffling  in  the  wind:  "Let  him  alone.  Let  him 
alone!  And  establish  your  lead  as  he  climbs!" 

Joe  was  still  talking  about  the  shot  he'd  made.  "Lord,  I  wish 
I  could  get  another  one  like  that." 

"You  won't,"  I  said.  "We're  getting  out  of  the  woods  now." 

We  struck  a  path  that  led  through  the  woods.  My  leg  was 
stiff  from  the  hip  down  and  every  time  I  brought  it  over  the 
pain  would  start  in  my  knee,  zing,  and  travel  up  and  settle  in 
the  small  of  my  back.  I  walked  with  my  head  down,  watching 
the  light  catch  on  the  ridges  of  Joe's  brown  corduroy  trousers 
and  then  shift  and  catch  again  as  he  moved  forwards.  Some- 
times he  would  get  on  ahead  and  then  there  would  be  nothing 
but  the  black  tree  trunks  coming  up  out  of  the  dead  leaves  that 
were  all  over  the  ground. 

Joe  was  talking  about  that  wild  land  up  on  the  Cumberland. 
We  could  get  up  there  some  Saturday  on  an  early  train.  Have  a 
good  day.  Might  even  spend  the  night.  When  I  didn't  answer 
he  turned  around.  "Man,  you're  sweating!" 
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I  pulled  my  handkerchief  out  and  wiped  my  face.  "Hot  work," 
I  said. 

He  had  stopped  and  was  looking  about  him.  "Used  to  be  a 
spring  somewhere  around  here." 

He  had  found  the  path  and  was  off.  I  sat  down  on  a  stump 
and  mopped  my  face  some  more.  The  sun  was  halfway  down 
through  the  trees,  the  whole  west  woods  ablaze  with  light.  I  sat 
there  and  thought  that  in  another  hour  it  would  be  good  dark 
and  I  wished  that  the  day  could  go  on  and  not  end  so  soon  and 
yet  I  didn't  see  how  I  could  make  it  much  farther  with  my  leg 
the  way  it  was. 

Joe  was  coming  up  the  path  with  his  folding  cup  full  of  water. 
I  hadn't  thought  I  was  thirsty  but  the  cold  water  tasted  good. 
We  sat  there  awhile  and  smoked.  It  was  Joe  said  we  ought  to  be 
starting  back,  that  we  must  be  a  good  piece  from  the  rig  by 
this  time. 

We  set  out,  working  north  through  the  edge  of  the  woods.  It 
was  rough  going  and  I  was  thinking  that  it  would  be  all  I  could 
do  to  make  it  back  to  the  rig  when  we  climbed  a  fence  and  came 
out  at  one  end  of  a  long  field.  It  sloped  down  to  a  wooded  ravine, 
broken  ground  badly  gullied  and  covered  with  sedge  everywhere 
except  where  sumac  thickets  had  sprung  up — as  birdy  a  place 
as  ever  I  saw.  I  looked  it  over  and  I  knew  I'd  have  to  hunt  it, 
leg  or  no  leg,  but  it  would  be  close  work,  for  me  and  the  dogs  too. 

I  blew  them  in  a  bit  and  we  stood  there  watching  them  cut 
up  the  cover.  The  sun  was  down  now;  there  was  just  enough 
light  left  to  see  the  dogs  work.  The  big  dog  circled  the  far  wall  of 
the  basin  and  came  upwind  just  off  the  drain,  then  stiffened  to 
a  point.  We  walked  down  to  it.  The  birds  had  obviously  run  a 
bit,  into  the  scraggly  sumac  stalks  that  bordered  the  ditch.  My 
mind  was  so  much  on  the  dogs  that  I  forgot  Joe.  He  took  one 
step  too  many  and  the  fullest  blown  bevy  of  the  day  roared  up 
through  the  tangle.  It  had  to  be  fast  work.  I  raised  my  gun  and 
scored  with  the  only  barrel  I  had  time  to  peg.  Joe  shouted :  I 
knew  he  had  got  one  too. 
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We  stood  awhile  trying  to  figure  out  which  way  the  singles  had 
gone.  But  they  had  fanned  out  too  quick  for  us  and  after  beating 
around  the  thicket  for  fifteen  minutes  or  so  we  gave  up  and 
went  on. 

We  came  to  the  rim  of  the  swale,  eased  over  it,  crossed  the 
dry  creek  bed  that  was* drifted  thick  with  leaves  and  started  up 
the  other  side.  I  had  blown  in  the  dogs,  thinking  there  was  no 
use  for  them  to  run  their  heads  off  now  we'd  started  home,  but 
they  didn't  come.  I  walked  a  little  way,  then  I  looked  back  and 
saw  Bob's  white  shoulders  through  a  tangle  of  cinnamon  vines. 

Joe  had  turned  around  too.  "Look  a  yonder !  They've  pinned 
a  single  out  of  that  last  covey." 

"Your  shot,"  I  told  him. 

He  shook  his  head.  "No,  you  take  it." 

I  went  back  and  flushed  the  bird.  It  went  skimming  along 
the  buckberry  bushes  that  covered  that  side  of  the  swale.  In  the 
fading  light  I  could  hardly  make  it  out  and  I  shot  too  quick.  It 
swerved  over  the  thicket  and  I  let  go  with  the  second  barrel.  It 
staggered,  then  zoomed  up.  Up,  up,  up,  over  the  rim  of  the  hill 
and  above  the  tallest  hickories.  I  saw  it  there  for  a  second,  its 
wings  black  against  the  gold  light,  before,  wings  still  spread,  it 
came  whirling  down,  like  an  autumn  leaf,  like  the  leaves  that 
were  everywhere  about  us5  all  over  the  ground. 
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When  the  door  had  closed 
behind  his  daughter,  Mister  Maury  went  to  the  window  and 
stood  a  few  moments'  looking  out.  The  roses  that  had  grown  in 
a  riot  all  along  that  side  of  the  fence  had  died  or  been  cleared 
away,  but  the  sun  lay  across  the  garden  in  the  same  level  lances 
of  light  that  he  remembered.  He  turned  back  into  the  room.  The 
shadows  had  gathered  until  it  was  nearly  all  in  gloom.  The  top 
of  his  minnow  bucket  just  emerging  from  his  duffel  bag  glinted 
in  the  last  rays  of  the  sun.  He  stood  looking  down  at  his  traps 
all  gathered  neatly  in  a  heap  at  the  foot  of  the  bed.  He  would 
leave  them  like  that.  Even  if  they  came  in  here  sweeping  and 
cleaning  up — it  was  only  in  hotels  that  a  man  was  master  of  his 
own  room — even  if  they  came  in  here  cleaning  up  he  would  tell 
them  to  leave  all  his  things  exactly  as  they  were.  It  was  reassur- 
ing to  see  them  all  there  together,  ready  to  be  taken  up  in  the 
hand,  to  be  carried  down  and  put  into  a  car,  to  be  driven  off  to 
some  railroad  station  at  a  moment's  notice. 

As  he  moved  towards  the  door  he  spoke  aloud,  a  habit  that 
was  growing  on  him: 

"Anyhow  I  won't  stay  but  a  week.  ...  I  ain't  going  to  stay 
but  a  week,  no  matter  what  they  say.  .  .  ." 

Downstairs  in  the  dining  room  they  were  already  gathered  at 
the  supper  table:  his  white-haired,  shrunken  mother-in-law;  his 
tall  sister-in-law  who  had  the  proud  carriage  of  the  head,  the 
aquiline  nose,  but  not  the  spirit  of  his  dead  wife ;  his  lean,  blond, 
new  son-in-law;  his  black-eyed  daughter  who,  but  that  she  was 
thin,  looked  so  much  like  him,  all  of  them  gathered  there  wait- 
ing for  him,  Alexander  Maury.  It  occurred  to  him  that  this  was 
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the  first  time  he  had  sat  down  in  the  bosom  of  the  family  for 
some  years.  They  were  always  writing  saying  that  he  must  make 
a  visit  this  summer  or  certainly  next  summer — ".  .  .  all  had  a 
happy  Christmas  together,  but  missed  you.  .  .  ."  They  had  even 
made  the  pretext  that  he  ought  to  come  up  to  inspect  his  new 
son-in-law.  As  if  he  hadn't  always  known  exactly  the  kind  of 
young  man  Sarah  would  marry!  What  was  the  boy's  name? 
Stephen,  yes,  Stephen.  He  must  be  sure  and  remember  that. 

He  sat  down  and  shaking  out  his  napkin  spread  it  over  his 
capacious  paunch  and  tucked  it  well  up  under  his  chin  in  the 
way  his  wife  had  never  allowed  him  to  do.  He  let  his  eyes  rove 
over  the  table  and  released  a  long  sigh. 

"Hot  batter  bread,"  he  said,  "and  ham.  Merry  Point  ham.  I 
sure  am  glad  to  taste  them  one  more  time  before  I  die." 

The  old  lady  was  sending  the  little  Negro  girl  scurrying  back 
to  the  kitchen  for  a  hot  plate  of  batter  bread.  He  pushed  aside 
the  cold  plate  and  waited.  She  had  bridled  when  he  spoke  of 
the  batter  bread  and  a  faint  flush  had  dawned  on  her  withered 
cheeks.  Vain  she  had  always  been  as  a  peacock,  of  her  house- 
keeping, her  children,  anything  that  belonged  to  her.  She  went 
on  now,  even  at  her  advanced  age,  making  her  batter  bread, 
smoking  her  hams  according  to  that  old  recipe  she  was  so  proud 
of,  but  who  came  here  now  to  this  old  house  to  eat  or  to  praise? 

He  helped  himself  to  a  generous  slice  of  batter  bread,  buttered 
it,  took  the  first  mouthful  and  chewed  it  slowly.  He  shook  his 
head. 

"There  ain't  anything  like  it,"  he  said.  "There  ain't  anything 
else  like  it  in  the  world." 

His  dark  eye  roving  over  the  table  fell  on  his  son-in-law.  "You 
like  batter  bread?"  he  enquired. 

Stephen  nodded,  smiling.  Mister  Maury,  still  masticating 
slowly,  regarded  his  face,  measured  the  space  between  the  eyes — 
his  favorite  test  for  man,  horse  or  dog.  Yes,  there  was  room  enough 
for  sense . between  the  eyes.  How  young  the  boy  looked!  And 
infected  already  with  the  fatal  germ,  the  cacoethes  scribendi. 
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Well,  their  children — if  he  and  Sarah  ever  had  any  children- 
would  probably  escape.  It  was  like  certain  diseases  of  the  eye, 
skipped  every  other  generation.  His  own  father  had  had  it  badly 
all  his  life.  He  could  see  him  now  sitting  at  the  head  of  the  table 
spouting  his  own  poetry — or  Shakespeare's — while  the  children 
watched  the  preserve  dish  to  see  if  it  was  going  around.  He, 
Aleck  Maury,  had  been  lucky  to  be  born  in  the  generation  he 
had.  He  had  escaped  that  at  least.  A  few  translations  from  Heine 
in  his  courting  days,  a  few  fragments  from  the  Greek ;  but  no,  he 
had  kept  clear  of  that  on  the  whole.  .  .  . 

His  sister-in-law's  eyes  were  fixed  on  him.  She  was  smiling 
faintly.  "You  don't  look  much;  like  dying,  Aleck.  Florida  must 
agree  with  you." 

The  old  lady  spoke  from  the  head  of  the  table.  "I  can't  see 
what  you  do  with  yourself  all  winter  long.  Doesn't  time  hang 
heavy  on  your  hands?" 

Time,  he  thought,  time!  They  were  always  mouthing  the 
word,  and  what  did  they  know  about  it?  Nothing  in  God's 
world !  He  saw  time  suddenly,  a  dull,  leaden-colored  fabric  de- 
pending from  the  old  lady's  hands,  from  the  hands  of  all  of 
them,  a  blanket  that  they  pulled  about  between  them,  now  here, 
now  there,  trying  to  cover  up  their  nakedness.  Or  they  would 
cast  it  on  the  ground  and  creep  in  among  the  folds,  finding  one 
day  a  little  more  tightly  rolled  than  another,  but  all  of  it  every- 
where the  same  dull  gray  substance.  But  time  was  a  banner  that 
whipped  before  him  always  in  the  wind!  He  stood  on  tiptoe  to 
catch  at  the  bright  folds,  to  strain  them  to  his  bosom.  They  were 
bright  and  glittering.  But  they  whipped  by  so  fast  and  were 
whipping  always  ever  faster.  The  tears  came  into  his  eyes. 
Where,  for  instance,  had  this  year  gone?  He  could  swear  he  had 
not  wasted  a  minute  of  it,  for  no  man  living,  he  thought,  knew 
better  how  to  make  each  day  a  pleasure  to  him.  Not  a  minute 
wasted  and  yet  here  it  was  already  May.  If  he  lived  to  the  Bib- 
lical three-score-and-ten,  which  was  all  he  ever  allowed  himself 
in  his  calculations,  he  had  before  him  only  nine  more  Mays. 
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Only  nine  more  Mays  out  of  all  eternity  and  they  wanted  him 
to  waste  one  of  them  sitting  on  the  front  porch  at  Merry  Point ! 

The  butter  plate  which  had  seemed  to  swim  before  him  in  a 
glittering  mist  was  coming  solidly  to  rest  upon  the  white  table- 
cloth. He  winked  his  eyes  rapidly  and,  laying  down  his  knife  and 
fork,  squared  himself  about  in  his  chair  to  address  his  mother- 
in-law  : 

"Well,  ma'am,  you  know  I'm  a  man  that  always  likes  to  be 
learning  something.  Now  this  year  I  learned  how  to  smell  out 
fish."  He  glanced  around  the  table,  holding  his  head  high  and 
allowing  his  well-cut  nostrils  to  flutter  slightly  with  his  indrawn 
breaths.  "Yes,  sir,"  he  said,  "I'm  probably  the  only  white  man 
in  this  country  knows  how  to  smell  out  feesh." 

There  was  a  discreet  smile  on  the  faces  of  the  others.  Sarah 
was  laughing  outright.  "Did  you  have  to  learn  how  or  did  it 
just  come  to  you?" 

"I  learned  it  from  an  old  nigger  woman,"  her  father  said.  He 
shook  his  head  reminiscently.  "It's  wonderful  how  much  you  can 
learn  from  niggers.  But  you  have  to  know  how  to  handle  them. 
I  was  half  the  winter  wooing  that  old  Fanny.  ..." 

He  waited  until  their  laughter  had  died  down.  "We  used  to 
start  off  every  morning  from  the  same  little  cove  and  we'd  drift 
in  there  together  at  night.  I  noticed  how  she  always  brought  in 
a  good  string  so  I  says  to  her :  'Fanny,  you  just  lemme  go  'long 
with  you.'  But  she  wouldn't  have  nothing  to  do  with  me.  I  saw 
she  was  going  to  be  a  hard  nut  to  crack,  but  I  kept  right  on. 
Finally  I  began  giving  her  presents.  ..." 

Laura  was  regarding  him  fixedly,  a  queer  glint  in  her  eyes. 
Seeing  outrageous  pictures  in  her  mind's  eye,  doubtless.  Poor 
Laura.  Fifty  years  old  if  she  was  a  day.  More  than  half  her  life- 
time gone  and  all  of  it  spent  drying  up  here  in  the  old  lady's 
shadow.  She  was  speaking  with  a  gasping  little  titter: 

"What  sort  of  presents  did  you  give  her,  Aleck?" 

He  made  his  tones  hearty  in  answer.  "I  give  her  a  fine  string 
of  fish  one  day  and  I  give  her  fifty  cents.  And  finally  I  made  her 
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a  present  of  a  Barlow  knife.  That  was  when  she  broke  down. 
She  took  me  with  her  that  morning.  .  .  ." 

"Could  she  really  smell  fish?"  the  old  lady  asked  curiously. 

"You  ought  to  a  seen  her,"  Mister  Maury  said.  "She'd  sail 
over  that  lake  like  a  hound  on  the  scent.  She'd  row  right  along 
and  then  all  of  a  sudden  she'd  stop  rowing."  He  bent  over  and 
peered  into  the  depths  of  imaginary  water.  "  'Thar  they  are, 
White  Folks,  thar  they  are.  Cain't  you  smell  'em?' ' 

Stephen  was  leaning  forward,  eyeing  his  father-in-law  in- 
tently. "Could  you?"  he  asked. 

"I  got  so  I  could  smell  feesh,"  Mister  Maury  told  him.  "I 
could  smell  out  the  feesh  but  I  couldn't  tell  which  kind  they 
were.  Now  Fanny  could  row  over  a  bed  and  tell  just  by  the  smell 
whether  it  was  bass  or  bream.  But  she'd  been  at  it  all  her  life." 
He  paused,  sighing.  "You  can't  just  pick  these  things  up.  .  .  . 
Who  was  it  said  'Genius  is  an  infinite  capacity  for  taking  pains'  ?" 

Sarah  was  rising  briskly.  Her  eyes  sought  her  husband's  across 
the  table.  She  was  laughing.  "Sir  Izaak  Walton,"  she  said.  "We'd 
better  go  in  the  other  room.  Mandy  wants  to  clear  the  table." 

The  two  older  ladies  remained  in  the  dining  room.  Mister 
Maury  walked  across  the  hall  to  the  sitting  room,  accompanied 
by  Steve  and  Sarah.  He  lowered  himself  cautiously  into  the  most 
solid-looking  of  the  rocking  chairs  that  were  drawn  up  around 
the  fire.  Steve  stood  on  the  hearthrug,  his  back  to  the  fire. 

Mister  Maury  glanced  up  at  him  curiously.  "What  you  think- 
ing about,  feller?"  he  asked. 

Steve  looked  down.  He  smiled  but  his  gaze  was  still  contem- 
plative. "I  was  thinking  about  the  sonnet,"  he  said,  "in  the  form 
in  which  it  first  came  to  England." 

Mister  Maury  shook  his  head.  "Wyatt  and  Surrey,"  he  said. 
"Hey,  nonny,  nonny.  .  .  .  You'll  have  hardening  of  the  liver  long 
before  you're  my  age."  He  looked  past  Steve's  shoulder  at  the 
picture  that  hung  over  the  mantelshelf :  Cupid  and  Psyche  hold- 
ing between  them  a  fluttering  veil  and  running  along  a  rocky 
path  towards  the  beholder.  It  had  been  hanging  there  ever  since 
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he  could  remember;  would  hang  there,  he  thought,  till  the  house 
fell  down  or  burned  down,  as  it  was  more  likely  to  do  with  the  old 
lady  wandering  around  at  night  carrying  lighted  lamps  the  way 
she  did.  "Old  Merry  Point,"  he  said.  "It  don't  change  much, 
does  it?" 

He  settled  himself  more  solidly  in  his  chair.  His  mind  veered 
from  the  old  house  to  his  own  wanderings  in  brighter  places. 
He  regarded  his  daughter  and  son-in-law  affably. 

"Yes,  sir,"  he  said,  "this  winter  in  Florida  was  valuable  to  me 
just  for  the  acquaintances  I  made.  Take  my  friend,  Jim  Yost. 
Just  to  live  in  the  same  hotel  with  that  man  is  an  education."  He 
paused,  smiling  reminiscently  into  the  fire.  "I'll  never  forget  the 
first  time  I  saw  him.  He  came  up  to  me  there  in  the  lobby  of  the 
hotel.  'Professor  Maury,'  he  says,  'you  been  hearin'  about  me 
for  twenty  years  and  I  been  hearin'  about  you  for  twenty  years. 
And  now  we've  done  met.' " 

Sarah  had  sat  down  in  the  little  rocking  chair  by  the  fire.  She 
leaned  towards  him  now,  laughing.  "They  ought  to  have  put 
down  a  cloth  of  gold  for  the  meeting,"  she  said. 

Mister  Maury  regarded  her  critically.  It  occurred  to  him  that 
she  was,  after  all,  not  so  much  like  himself  as  the  sister  whom, 
as  a  child,  he  had  particularly  disliked.  A  smart  girl,  Sarah,  but 
too  quick  always  on  the  uptake.  For  his  own  part  he  preferred  a 
softer  natured  woman. 

He  shook  his  head.  "Nature  does  that  in  Florida,"  he  said.  "I 
knew  right  off  the  reel  it  was  him.  There  were  half  a  dozen  men 
standing  around.  I  made  'em  witness.  'Jim  Yost,'  I  says,  'Jim 
Yost  of  Maysville  or  I'll  eat  my  hat.'  " 

"Why  is  he  so  famous?"  Sarah  asked. 

Mister  Maury  took  out  his  knife  and  cut  off  a  plug  of  tobacco. 
When  he  had  offered  a  plug  to  his  son-in-law  and  it  had  been 
refused,  he  put  the  tobacco  back  in  his  pocket.  "He's  a  man  of 
imagination,"  he  said  slowly.  "There  ain't  many  in  this  world." 

He  took  a  small  tin  box  out  of  his  pocket  and  set  it  on  the  little 
table  that  held  the  lamp.  Removing  the  top,  he  tilted  the  box 
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so  that  they  could  see  its  contents:  an  artificial  lure,  a  bug  with 
a  dark  body  and  a  red,  bulbous  head,  a  hook  protruding  from 
what  might  be  considered  its  vitals. 

"Look  at  her,"  he  said.  "Ain't  she  a  killer?" 

Sarah  leaned  forward  to  look  and  Steve,  still  standing  on  the 
hearthrug,  bent  above  them.  The  three  heads  ringed  the  light. 
Mister  Maury  disregarded  Sarah  and  addressed  himself  to  Steve. 
"She  takes  nine  strips  of  pork  rind,"  he  said,  "nine  strips  cut  just 
thick  enough."  He  marked  off  the  width  of  the  strips  with  his 
two  fingers  on  the  table,  then,  picking  up  the  lure  and  cupping  it 
in  his  palm,  he  moved  it  back  and  forth  quickly  so  that  the 
painted  eyes  caught  the  light. 

"Look  at  her,"  he  said,  "look  at  the  wicked  way  she  sets 
forward." 

Sarah  was  poking  at  the  lure  with  the  tip  of  her  finger.  "Wan- 
ton," she  said,  "simply  wanton.  What  does  he  call  her?" 

"This  is  his  Devil  Bug,"  Mister  Maury  said.  "He's  the  only 
man  in  this  country  makes  it.  I  myself  had  the  idea  thirty  years 
ago  and  let  it  slip  by  me  the  way  I  do  with  so  many  of  my  ideas." 
He  sighed,  then,  elevating  his  tremendous  bulk  slightly  above  the 
table  level  and  continuing  to  hold  Steve  with  his  gaze,  he  pro- 
duced from  his  coat  pocket  the  oilskin  book  that  held  his  flies. 
He  spread  it  open  on  the  table  and  began  to  turn  the  pages.  His 
eyes  sought  his  son-in-law's  as  his  hand  paused  before  a  gray, 
rather  draggled-looking  lure. 

"Old  Speck,"  he  said.  "I've  had  that  fly  for  twenty  years.  I 
reckon  she's  taken  five  hundred  pounds  of  fish  in  her  day.  .  .  ." 

The  fire  burned  lower.  A  fiery  coal  rolled  from  the  grate  and 
fell  on  to  the  hearthrug.  Sarah  scooped  it  up  with  a  shovel  and 
threw  it  among  the  ashes.  In  the  circle  of  the  lamplight  the  two 
men  still  bent  over  the  table  looking  at  the  flies.  Steve  was  ab- 
sorbed in  them,  but  he  spoke  seldom.  It  was  her  father's  voice 
that,  rising  and  falling,  filled  the  room.  He  talked  a  great  deal 
but  he  had  a  beautiful  speaking  voice.  He  was  telling  Steve  now 
about  Little  West  Fork,  the  first  stream  ever  he  put  a  fly  in.  "My 
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first   love,"   he   kept   calling  it.    It  sounded   rather  pretty,   she 
thought,  in  his  mellow  voice.  "My  first  love.  .  .  ." 


When  Mister  Maury  came  downstairs  the  next  morning  the 
dining  room  was  empty  except  for  his  daughter,  Sarah,  who  sat 
dawdling  over  a  cup  of  coffee  and  a  cigarette.  Mister  Maury  sat 
down  opposite  her.  To  the  little  Negro  girl  who  presented  herself 
at  his  elbow  he  outlined  his  wants  briefly:  "A  cup  of  coffee  and 
some  hot  batter  bread,  just  like  we  had  last  night."  He  turned  to 
his  daughter.  "Where's  Steve?" 

"He's  working,"  she  said.  "He  was  up  at  eight  and  he's  been 
working  ever  since." 

Mister  Maury  accepted  the  cup  of  coffee  from  the  little  girl, 
poured  half  of  it  into  his  saucer,  set  it  aside  to  cool.  "Ain't  it 
wonderful,"  he  said,  "the  way  a  man  can  sit  down  and  work 
day  after  day?  When  I  think  of  all  the  work  I've  done  in  my 
time  .  .  .  Can  he  work  every  morning?" 

"He  sits  down  at  his  desk  every  morning,"  she  said,  "but  of 
course  he  gets  more  done  some  mornings  than  others." 

Mister  Maury  picked  up  his  saucer,  found  the  coffee  cool 
enough  for  his  taste.  He  sipped  it  slowly,  looking  out  of  the 
window.  His  mind  was  already  busy  with  his  day's  programme. 
No  water — no  running  water — nearer  than  West  Fork,  three 
miles  away.  He  couldn't  drive  a  car  and  Steve  was  going  to  be 
busy  writing  all  morning.  There  was  nothing  for  it  but  a  pond. 
The  Willow  Sink.  It  was  not  much,  but  it  was  better  than 
nothing.  He  pushed  his  chair  back  and  rose. 

"Well,"  he  said,  "I'd  better  be  starting." 

When  he  came  downstairs  with  his  rod  a  few  minutes  later 
the  hall  was  still  full  of  the  sound  of  measured  typing.  Sarah  sat 
in  the  dining  room  in  the  same  position  in  which  he  had  left  her, 
smoking.  Mister  Maury  paused  in  the  doorway  while  he  slung  his 
canvas  bag  over  his  shoulders.  "How  you  ever  going  to  get  any- 
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thing  done  if  you  don't  take  advantage  of  the  morning  hours?" 
he  asked.  He  glanced  at  the  door  opposite  as  if  it  had  been  the 
entrance  to  a  sick  chamber.  "What's  he  writing  about?"  he  en- 
quired in  a  whisper. 

"It's  an  essay  on  John  Skelton." 

Mister  Maury  looked  out  at  the  new  green  leaves  framed  in 
the  doorway.  "John  Skelton,"  he  said,  "God  Almighty!" 

He  went  through  the  hall  and  stepped  down  off  the  porch  onto 
the  ground  that  was  still  moist  with  spring  rains.  As  he  crossed 
the  lower  yard  he  looked  up  into  the  branches  of  the  maples. 
Yes,  the  leaves  were  full  grown  already  even  on  the  late  trees. 
The  year,  how  swiftly,  how  steadily  it  advanced !  He  had  come 
to  the  far  corner  of  the  yard.  Grown  up  it  was  in  poke-berry 
shoots  and  honeysuckle,  but  there  was  a  place  to  get  through. 
The  top  strand  of  wire  had  been  pulled  down  and  fastened  to 
the  others  with  a  ragged  piece  of  rope.  He  rested  his  weight  on 
his  good  leg  and  swung  himself  over  onto  the  game  one.  It  gave 
him  a  good,  sharp  twinge  when  he  came  down  on  it.  It  was 
getting  worse  all  the  time,  that  leg,  but  on  the  other  hand  he  was 
learning  better  all  the  time  how  to  handle  it.  His  mind  flew  back 
to  a  dark,  startled  moment,  that  day  when  the  cramp  first  came 
on  him.  He  had  been  sitting  still  in  the  boat  all  day  long  and 
that  evening  when  he  stood  up  to  get  out  his  leg  had  failed  him 
utterly.  He  had  pitched  forward  among  the  reeds,  had  lain  there 
a  second,  face  downward,  before  it  came  to  him  what  had  hap- 
pened. With  the  realization  came  a  sharp  picture  out  of  his  far- 
away youth.  Uncle  James,  lowering  himself  ponderously  out  of 
the  saddle  after  a  hard  day's  hunting,  had  fallen  forward  in 
exactly  the  same  way,  into  a  knot  of  yowling  little  Negroes.  He 
had  got  up  and  cursed  them  all  out  of  the  lot.  It  had  scared  the 
old  boy  to  death,  coming  down  like  that.  The  black  dog  he  had 
had  on  his  shoulder  all  that  fall.  But  he  himself  had  never  lost 
one  day's  fishing  on  account  of  his  leg.  He  had  known  from  the 
start  how  to  handle  it.  It  meant  simply  that  he  was  slowed  down 
that  much.  It  hadn't  really  made  much  difference  in  fishing.  He 
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didn't  do  as  much  wading  but  he  got  around  just  about  as  well 
on  the  whole.  Hunting,  of  course,  had  had  to  go.  You  couldn't 
walk  all  day  shooting  birds,  dragging  a  game  leg.  He  had  just 
given  it  up  right  off  the  reel,  though  it  was  a  shame  when  a  man 
was  as  good  a  shot  as  he  was.  That  day  he  was  out  with  Tom 
Kensington,  last  November,  the  only  day  he  got  out  during  the 
bird  season.  Nine  shots  he'd  had  and  he'd  bagged  nine  birds. 
Yes,  it  was  a  shame.  But  a  man  couldn't  do  everything.  He  had 
to  limit  himself.  .  .  . 

He  was  up  over  the  little  rise  now.  The  field  slanted  straight 
down  before  him  to  where  the  pond  lay,  silver  in  the  morning 
sun.  A  Negro  cabin  was  perched  halfway  up  the  opposite  slope. 
A  woman  was  hanging  out  washing  on  a  line  stretched  between 
two  trees.  From  the  open  door  little  Negroes  spilled  down  the 
path  towards  the  pond.  Mister  Maury  surveyed  the  scene,  spoke 
aloud : 

"Ain't  it  funny  now?  Niggers  always  live  in  the  good  places." 

He  stopped  under  a  wild  cherry  tree  to  light  his  pipe.  It  had 
been  hot  crossing  the  field,  but  the  sunlight  here  was  agreeably 
tempered  by  the  branches.  And  that  pond  down  fhere  was 
fringed  with  willows.  His  eyes  sought  the  bright  disc  of  the 
water  then  rose  to  where  the  smoke  from  the  cabin  chimney  lay 
in  a  soft  plume  along  the  crest  of  the  hill. 

When  he  stooped  to  pick  up  his  rod  again  it  was  with  a  feel- 
ing of  sudden  keen  elation.  An  image  had  risen  in  his  memory, 
an  image  that  was  familiar  but  came  to  him  infrequently  of  late 
and  that  only  in  moments  of  elation :  the  wide  field  in  front  of 
his  uncle's  house  in  Albemarle,  on  one  side  the  dark  line  of 
undergrowth  that  marked  the  Rivanna  River,  on  the  other  the 
blue  of  Peters'  Mountain.  They  would  be  waiting  there  in  that 
broad  plain  when  they  had  the  first  sight  of  the  fox.  On  that 
little  rise  by  the  river,  loping  steadily,  not  yet  alarmed.  The  sun 
would  glint  on  his  bright  coat,  on  his  quick  turning  head  as  he 
dove  into  the  dark  of  the  woods.  There  would  be  hullabaloo 
after  that  and  shouting  and  riding.  Sometimes  there  was  the 


Old  Red  i  3  9 

tailing  of  the  fox — that  time  Old  Whiskey  was  brought  home  on 
a  mattress!  All  of  that  to  come  afterwards,  but  none  of  it  ever 
like  that  first  sight  of  the  fox  there  on  the  broad  plain  between 
the  river  and  the  mountain. 

There  was  one  fox,  they  grew  to  know  him  in  time,  to  call  him 
affectionately  by  name.  Old  Red  it  was  who  showed  himself 
always  like  that  there  on  the  crest  of  the  hill.  "There  he  goes, 
the  damn,  impudent  scoundrel.  .  .  ."  Uncle  James  would  shout 
and  slap  his  thigh  and  yell  himself  hoarse  at  Whiskey  and  Mag 
and  the  pups,  but  they  would  already  have  settled  to  their  work. 
They  knew  his  course,  every  turn  of  it,  by  heart.  Through  the 
woods  and  then  down  again  ta  the  river.  Their  hope  was  always 
to  cut  him  off  before  he  could  circle  back  to  the  mountain.  If  he 
got  in  there  among  those  old  field  pines  it  was  all  up.  But  he 
always  made  it.  Lost  'em  every  time  and  dodged  through  to  his 
hole  in  Pinnacle  Rock.  A  smart  fox,  Old  Red.  .  .  . 

He  descended  the  slope  and  paused  in  the  shade  of  a  clump 
of  willows.  The  little  Negroes  who  squatted,  dabbling  in  the 
water,  watched  him  out  of  round  eyes  as  'he  unslung  his  canvas 
bag  and  laid  it  on  a  stump.  He  looked  down  at  them  gravely. 

"D'you  ever  see  a  white  man  that  could  conjure?"  he  asked. 

The  oldest  boy  laid  the  brick  he  was  fashioning  out  of  mud 
down  on  a  plank.  He  ran  the  tip  of  his  tongue  over  his  lower  lip 
to  moisten  it  before  he  spoke.  "Naw,  suh." 

"I'm  the  man,"  Mister  Maury  told  him.  "You  chillun  better 
quit  that  playin'  and  dig  me  some  worms." 

He  drew  his  rod  out  of  the  case,  jointed  it  up  and  laid  it  down 
on  a  stump.  Taking  out  his  book  of  flies  he  turned  the  pages, 
considering.  "Silver  Spinner,"  he  said  aloud.  "They  ought  to 
take  that  ...  in  May.  Naw,  I'll  just  give  Old  Speck  a  chance. 
It's  a  long  time  now  since  we  had  her  out." 

The  little  Negroes  had  risen  and  were  stepping  quietly  off 
along  the  path  towards  the  cabin,  the  two  little  boys  hand  in 
hand,  the  little  girl  following,  the  baby  astride  her  hip.  They 
were  pausing  now  before  a  dilapidated  building  that  might  long 
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ago  have  been  a  hen  house.  Mister  Maury  shouted  at  them: 
"Look  under  them  old  boards.  That's  the  place  for  worms."  The 
biggest  boy  was  turning  around.  His  treble  "Yassuh"  quavered 
over  the  water.  Then  their  voices  died  away.  There  was  no  sound 
except  the  light  turning  of  the  willow  boughs  in  the  wind. 

Mister  Maury  walked  along  the  bank,  rod  in  hand,  humming: 
"Bangum's  gone  to  the  wild  boar's  den.  .  .  .  Bangum's  gone  to 
the  wild  boar's  den.  ..."  He  stopped  where  a  white,  peeled  log 
protruded  six  or  seven  feet  into  the  water.  The  pond  made  a 
little  turn  here.  He  stepped  out  squarely  upon  the  log,  still  hum- 
ming. The  line  rose  smoothly,  soared  against  the  blue  and  curved 
sweetly  back  upon  the  still  water.  His  quick  ear  caught  the  little 
whish  that  the  fly  made  when  it  clove  the  surface,  his  eye  fol- 
lowed the  tiny  ripples  made  by  its  flight.  He  cast  again,  leaning 
a  little  backwards  as  he  did  sometimes  when  the  mood  was  on 
him.  Again  and  again  his  line  soared  out  over  the  water.  His  eye 
rested  now  and  then  on  his  wrist.  He  noted  with  detachment  the 
expert  play  of  the  muscles,  admired  each  time  the  accuracy  of 
his  aim.  It  occurred  to  him  that  it  was  four  days  now  since  he 
had  wet  a  line.  Four  days.  One  whole  day  packing  up,  parts  of 
two  days  on  the  train  and  yesterday  wasted  sitting  there  on  that 
front  porch  with  the  family.  But  the  abstinence  had  done  him 
good.  He  had  never  cast  better  than  he  was  casting  this  morning. 

There  was  a  bustling  along  the  bank,  a  glimpse  of  blue  through 
the  trees.  Mister  Maury  leaned  forward  and  peered  around  the 
clump  of  willows.  A  hundred  yards  away  Steve,  hatless,  in  an 
old  blue  shirt  and  khaki  pants,  stood  jointing  up  a  rod. 

Mister  Maury  backed  off  his  log  and  advanced  along  the  path. 
He  called  out  cheerfully:  "Well,  feller,  do  any  good?" 

Steve  looked  up.  His  face  had  lightened  for  a  moment  but  the 
abstracted  expression  stole  over  it  again  when  he  spoke.  "Oh,  I 
fiddled  with  it  all  morning,"  he  said,  "but  I  didn't  do  much 
good." 

Mister  Maury  nodded  sympathetically.  "Minerva  invito,  erat," 
he  said.  "You  can  do  nothing  unless  Minerva  perches  on  the 
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roof  tree.  Why,  I  been  castin'  here  all  morning  and  not  a  strike. 
But  there's  a  boat  tied  up  over  on  the  other  side.  What  say  we 
get  in  it  and  just  drift  around?"  He  paused,  looked  at  the  rod 
Steve  had  finished  jointing  up.  "I  brought  another  rod  along," 
he  said.  "You  want  to  use  it?" 

Steve  shook  his  head.  "I'm  used  to  this  one,"  he  said. 

•An  expression  of  relief  came  over  Mister  Maury's  face.  "That's 
right,"  he  said,  "a  man  always  does  better  with  his  own  rod." 

The  boat  was  only  a  quarter  full  of  water.  They  heaved  her 
over  and  dumped  it  out,  then  dragged  her  down  to  the  bank. 
The  little  Negroes  had  come  up,  bringing  a  can  of  worms.  Mister 
Maury  threw  them  each  a  nickel  and  set  the  can  in  the  bottom 
of  the  boat.  "I  always  like  to  have  a  few  worms  handy,"  he  told 
Steve,  "ever  since  I  was  a  boy."  He  lowered  himself  ponderously 
into  the  bow  and  Steve  pushed  off  and  dropped  down  behind 
him. 

The  little  Negroes  still  stood  on  the  bank  staring.  When  the 
boat  was  a  little  distance  out  on  the  water  the  boldest  of  them 
spoke : 

"You  reckon  'at  ole  jawnboat  going  to  hold  you  up,  Cap'm?" 

Mister  Maury  turned  his  head  to  call  over  his  shoulder.  "Go 
'way,  boy.  Ain't  I  done  tole  you  I's  a  conjure?" 

The  boat  dipped  ominously.  Steve  changed  his  position  a  little 
and  she  settled  to  the  water.  Sitting  well  forward,  Mister  Maury 
made  graceful  casts,  now  to  this  side,  now  to  that.  Steve,  in  the 
stern,  made  occasional  casts  but  he  laid  his  rod  down  every  now 
and  then  to  paddle  though  there  was  really  no  use  in  it.  The 
boat  drifted  well  enough  with  the  wind.  At  the  end  of  half  an 
hour  seven  sizable  bass  lay  on  the  bottom  of  the  boat.  Mister 
Maury  had  caught  five  of  them.  He  reflected  that  perhaps  he 
really  ought  to  change  places  with  Steve.  The  man  in  the  bow 
certainly  had  the  best  chance  at  the  fish.  "But  no,"  he  thought, 
"it  don't  make  any  difference.  He  don't  hardly  know  where  he 
is  now." 

He  stole  a  glance  over  his  shoulder  at  the  young  man's  serious, 
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abstracted  face.  It  was  like  that  of  a  person  submerged.  Steve 
seemed  to  float  up  to  the  surface  every  now  and  then,  his  expres- 
sion would  lighten,  he  would  make  some  observation  that  showed 
he  knew  where  he  was,  then  he  would  sink  again.  If  you  asked 
him  a  question  he  answered  punctiliously,  two  minutes  later. 
Poor  boy,  dead  to  the  world  and  would  probably  be  that  way  the 
rest  of  his  life.  A  pang  of  pity  shot  through  Mister  Maury  and 
on  the  heels  of  it  a  gust  of  that  black  fear  that  occasionally  shook 
him.  It  was  he,  not  Steve,  that  was  the  queer  one.  The  world  was 
full  of  people  like  this  boy,  all  of  them  going  around  with  their 
heads  so  full  of  this  and  that  they  hardly  knew  what  they  were 
doing.  They  were  all  like  that.  Thei  e  was  hardly  anybody — there 
was  nobody  really  in  the  whole  world  like  him.  .  .  . 

Steve,  coming  out  of  his  abstraction,  spoke  politely.  He  had 
heard  that  Mister  Maury  was  a  fine  shot.  Did  he  like  to  fish 
better  than  hunt? 

Mister  Maury  reflected.  "Well,"  he  said,  "they's  something 
about  a  covey  of  birds  rising  up  in  front  of  you  .  .  .  they's  some- 
thing ....  and  a  good  dog.  Now  they  ain't  anything  in  this 
world  that  I  like  betterthan  a  good  bird  dog.'"  He  stopped  and 
sighed.  "A  man  has  got  to  come  to  himself  early  in  life  if  he's 
going  to  amount  to  anything.  Now  I  was  smart,  even  as  a  boy. 
I  could  look  around  me  and  see  all  the  men  of  my  family,  Uncle 
Jeems,  Uncle  Quent,  my  father,  every  one  of  'em  weighed  two 
hundred  by  the  time  he  was  fifty.  You  get  as  heavy  on  your  feet 
as  all  that  and  you  can't  do  any  good  shooting.  But  a  man  can  fish 
as  long  as  he  lives.  .  .  .  Why,  one  place  I  stayed  last  summer  there 
was  an  old  man  ninety  years  old  had  himself  carried  down  to 
the  river  every  morning.  Yes,  sir,  a  man  can  fish  as  long  as  he  can 
get  down  to  the  water's  edge.  .  .  ." 

There  was  a  little  plop  to  the  right.  He  turned  just  in  time  to 
see  the  fish  flash  out  of  the  water.  He  watched  Steve  take  it  off 
the  hook  and  drop  it  on  top  of  the  pile  in  the  bottom  of  the  boat. 
Six  bass  that  made  and  two  bream.  The  old  lady  would  be 
pleased.  "Aleck  always  catches  me  fish,"  she'd  say. 


Old  Red  143 

The  boat  glided  over  the  still  water.  There  was  no  wind  at  all 
now.  The  willows  that  fringed  the  bank  might  have  been  cut 
out  of  paper.  The  plume  of  smoke  hung  perfectly  horizontal 
over  the  roof  of  the  Negro  cabin.  Mister  Maury  watched  it  stream 
out  in  little  eddies  and  disappear  into  the  bright  blue. 

He  spoke  softly:  "Ain't  it  wonderful  .  .  .  ain't  it  wonderful 
now  that  a  man  of  my  gifts  can  content  himself  a  whole  morn- 
ing on  this  here  little  old  pond?" 


Mister  Maury  woke  with  a  start.  He  realized  that  he  had  been 
sleeping  on  his  left  side  again.  A  bad  idea.  It  always  gave  him 
palpitations  of  the  heart.  It  must  be  that  that  had  waked  him 
up.  He  had  gone  to  sleep  almost  immediately  after  his  head  hit 
the  pillow.  He  rolled  over,  cautiously,  as  he  always  did  since 
that  bed  in  Leesburg  had.  given  down  with  him  and,  lying  flat 
on  his  back,  stared  at  the  opposite  wall. 

The  moon  rose  late.  It  must  be  at  its  height  now.  That  patch 
of  light  was  so  brilliant  he  could  almost  discern  the  pattern  of 
the  wallpaper.  It  hung  there,  wavering,  bitten  by  the  shadows 
into  a  semblance  of  a  human  figure,  a  man  striding  with  bent 
head  and  swinging  arms.  All  the  shadows  in  the  room  seemed  to 
be  moving  towards  him.  The  protruding  corner  of  the  washstand 
was  an  arrow  aimed  at  his  heart,  the  clumsy  old-fashioned  dresser 
was  a  giant  towering  above  him. 

They  had  put  him  to  sleep  in  this  same  room  the  night  after 
his  wife  died.  In  the  summer  it  had  been,  too,  in  June;  and 
there  must  have  been  a  full  moon  for  the  same  giant  shadows 
had  struggled  there  with  the  same  towering  monsters.  It  would 
be  like  that  here  on  this  v/all  every  full  moon,  for  the  pieces  of 
furniture  would  never  change  their  position,  had  never  been 
changed,  probably,  since  the  house  was  built. 

He  turned  back  on  his  side.  The  wall  before  him  was  dark  but 
he  knew  every  flower  in  the  pattern  of  the  wallpaper,  inter- 
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lacing  pink  roses  with  thrusting  up  between  every  third  cluster 
the  enormous,  spreading  fronds  of  ferns.  The  wallpaper  in  the 
room  across  the  hall  was  like  it  too.  The  old  lady  slept  there,  and 
in  the  room  next  to  his  own,  Laura,  his  sister-in-law,  and  in  the 
east  bedroom  downstairs,  the  young  couple.  -He  and  Mary  had 
slept  there  when  they  were  first  married,  when  they  were  the 
young  couple  in  the  house. 

He  tried  to  remember  Mary  as  she  must  have  looked  that  day 
he  first  saw  her,  the  day  he  arrived  from  Virginia  to  open  his 
school  in  the  old  office  that  used  to  stand  there  in  the  corner  of 
the  yard.  He  could  see  Mister  Allard  plainly,  sitting  there  under 
the  sugar  tree  with  his  chair  tilted  back,  could  discern  the  old 
lady — young  she  had  been  then ! — hospitably  poised  in  the  door- 
way, hand  extended,  could  hear  her  voice:  "Well,  here  are  two 
of  your  pupils  to  start  with.  .  .  ."  He  remembered  Laura,  a  shy 
child  of  nine  hiding  her  face  in  her  mother's  skirts,  but  Mary 
that  day  was  only  a  shadow  in  the  dark  hall.  He  could  not  even 
remember  how  her  voice  had  sounded.  "Professor  Maury"  she 
would  have  said  and  her  mother  would  have  corrected  her  with 
"Cousin  Aleck.  .  .  ." 

That  day  she  got  off  her  horse  at  the  stile  blocks  she  had  turned 
as  she  walked  across  the  lawn  to  look  back  at  him.  Her  white 
sun-bonnet  had  fallen  on  her  shoulders.  Her  eyes,  meeting  his, 
had  been  dark  and  startled.  He  had  gone  on  and  had  hitched 
both  the  horses  before  he  leaped  over  the  stile  to  join  her.  But 
he  had  known  in  that  moment  that  she  was  the  woman  he  was 
going  to  have.  He  could  not  remember  all  the  rest  of  it,  only 
that  moment  stood  out.  He  had  won  her,  she  had  become  his 
wife,  but  the  woman  he  had  won  was  not  the  woman  he  had 
sought.  It  was  as  if  he  had  had  her  only  in  that  moment  there 
on  the  lawn.  As  if  she  had  paused  there  only  for  that  one  moment 
and  was  ever  after  retreating  before  him  down  a  devious,  a  dark 
way  that  he  would  never  have  chosen. 

The  death  of  the  first  baby  had  been  the  start  of  it,  of  course. 
It  had  been  a  relief  when  she  took  so  definitely  to  religion. 
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Before  that  there  had  been  those  sudden,  unaccountable  forays 
out  of  some  dark  lurking  place  that  she  had.  Guerrilla  warfare 
and  trying  to  the  nerves,  but  that  had  been  only  at  first.  For 
many  years  they  had  been  two  enemies  contending  in  the  open. 
.  .  .  Towards  the  last  she  had  taken  mightily  to  prayer.  He  would 
wake  often  to  find  her  kneeling  by  the  side  of  the  bed  in  the  dark. 
It  had  gone  on  for  years.  She  had  never  given  up  hope.  .  .  . 

Ah,  a  stout-hearted  one,  Mary !  She  had  never  given  up  hope 
of  changing  him,  of  making  him  over  into  the  mari  she  thought 
he  ought  to  be.  Time  and  again  she  almost  had  him.  And  there 
were  long  periods,  of  course,  during  which  he  had  been  worn 
down  by  the  conflict,  one  spring  when  he  himself  said,  when  she 
had  told  all  the  neighbors,  that  he  was  too  old  now  to  go  fishing 
any  more.  .  .  .  But  he  had  made  a  comeback.  She  had  had  to 
resort  to  stratagem.  His  lips  curved  in  a  smile,  remembering  the 
trick. 

It  had  come  over  him  suddenly,  a  general  lassitude,  an  odd 
faintness  in  the  mornings,  the  time  when  his  spirits  ordinarily 
were  at  their  highest.  He  had  sat  there  by  the  window,  almost 
wishing  to  have  some  ache  or  pain,  something  definite  to  account 
for  his  condition.  But  he  did  not  feel  sick  in  his  body.  It  was 
rather  a  dulling  of  all  his  senses.  There  were  no  longer  the  reac- 
tions to  the  visible  world  that  made  his  days  a  series  of  adven- 
tures. He  had  looked  out  of  the  window  at  the  woods  glistening 
with  spring  rain;  he  had  not  even  taken  down  his  gun  to  shoot 
a  squirrel. 

Remembering  Uncle  Quent's  last  days  he  had  been  alarmed, 
had  decided  finally  that  he  must  tell  her  so  that  they  might  begin 
preparations  for  the  future — he  had  shuddered  at  the  thought 
of  eventual  confinement,  perhaps  in  some  institution.  She  had 
looked  up  from  her  sewing,  unable  to  repress  a  smile. 

"You  think  it's  your  mind,  Aleck.  .  .  .  It's  coffee.  .  .  .  I've  been 
giving  you  a  coffee  substitute  every  morning.  .  .  ." 

They  had  laughed  together  over  her  cleverness.  He  had  not 
gone  back  to  coffee  but  the  lassitude  had  worn  off.  She  had  gone 
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back  to  the  attack  with  redoubled  vigor.  In  the  afternoons  she 
would  stand  on  the  porch  calling  after  him  as  he  slipped  down 
to  the  creek.  "Now,  don't  stay  long  enough  to  get  that  cramp. 
You  remember  how  you  suffered  last  time.  .  .  ."  He  would  have 
forgotten  all  about  the  cramp  until  that  moment  but  it  would 
hang  over  him  then  through  the  whole  afternoon's  sport  and  it 
would  descend  upon  him  inevitably  when  he  left  the  river  and 
started  for  the  house. 

Yes,  he  thought  with  pride.  She  was  wearing  him  down — he 
did  not  believe  there  was  a  man  living  who  could  withstand  her 
a  lifetime — she  was  wearing  him  down  and  would  have  had  him 
in  another  few  months,  another  year  certainly.  But  she  had  been 
struck  down  just  as  victory  was  in  her  grasp.  The  paralysis  had 
come  on  her  in  the  night.  It  was  as  if  a  curtain  had  descended, 
dividing  their  life  sharply  into  two  parts.  In  the  bewildered  year 
and  a  half  that  followed  he  had  found  himself  forlornly  trying 
to  reconstruct  the  Mary  he  had  known.  The  pressure  she  had  so 
constantly  exerted  upon  him  had  become  for  him  a  part  of  her 
personality.  This  new,  calm  Mary  was  not  the  woman  he  had 
lived  with  all  these  years.  She  had  lain  there — heroically  they  all 
said — waiting  for  death.  And  lying  there,  waiting,  all  her  facul- 
ties engaged  now  in  defensive  warfare,  she  had  raised,  as  it  were, 
her  lifelong  siege ;  she  had  lost  interest  in  his  comings  and  goings, 
had  once  even  encouraged  him  to  go  for  an  afternoon's  sport! 
He  felt  a  rush  of  warm  pity.  Poor  Mary !  She  must  have  realized 
towards  the  last  that  she  had  wasted  herself  in  conflict.  She  had 
spent  her  arms  and  her  strength  against  an  inglorious  foe  when 
all  the  time  the  real,  the  invincible  adversary  waited.  .  .  . 

He  turned  over  on  his  back  again.  The  moonlight  was  waning, 
the  contending  shadows  paler  now  and  retreating  towards  the 
door.  From  across  the  hall  came  the  sound  of  long,  sibilant 
breaths,  ending  each  one  on  a  little  upward  groan.  The  old  lady. 
.  .  .  She  would  maintain  till  her  dying  day  that  she  did  not  snore. 
He  fancied  now  that  he  could  hear  from  the  next  room  Laura's 
light,  regular  breathing  and  downstairs  were  the  young  couple 
asleep  in  each  other's  arms.  .  .  . 


Old  Red  i  4  7 

All  of  them  quiet  and  relaxed  now,  but  they  had  been  lively 
enough  at  dinner  time.  It  had  started  with  the  talk  about  Aunt 
Sally  Crenfew's  funeral  to-morrow.  Living  now  as  he  had  for 
some  years,  away  from  women  of  his  family,  he  had  forgotten 
the  need  to  be  cautious.  He  had  spoken  up  before  he  thought: 

"But  that's  the  day  Steve  and  I  were  going  to  Barker's 
Mill.  .  .  ." 

Sarah  had  cried  out  at  the  idea.  "Barker's  Mill!"  she  had 
said,  "right  on  the  Crenfew  land  .  .  .  well,  if  not  on  the  very  farm, 
in  the  very  next  field.  It  would  be  a  scandal  if  he,  Professor 
Maury,  known  by  everybody  to  be  in  the  neighborhood,  could 
not  spare  one  afternoon,  one  insignificant  summer  afternoon, 
from  his  fishing  long  enough  to  attend  the  funeral  of  his  cousin, 
the  cousin  of  all  of  them,  the  oldest  lady  in  the  whole  family 
connection.  .  .  ." 

Looking  around  the  table  he  had  caught  the  same  look  in 
every  eye;  he  had  felt  a  gust  of  that  same  fright  that  had  shaken 
him  there  on  the  pond.  That  look !  Sooner  or  later  you  met  it  in 
every  human  eye.  The  thing  was  to  be  up  and  ready,  ready  to 
run  for  your  life  at  a  moment's  notice.  Yes,  it  had  always  been 
like  that.  It  always  would  be.  His  fear  of  them  was  shot  through 
suddenly  with  contempt.  It  was  as  if  Mary  were  there  laughing 
with  him.  She  knew  that  there  was  not  one  of  them  who  could 
have  survived  as  he  had  survived,  could  have  paid  the  price  for 
freedom  that  he  had  paid.  .  .  . 

Sarah  had  come  to  a  stop.  He  had  to  say  something.  He  shook 
his  head. 

"You  think  we  just  go  fishing  to  have  a  good  time.  The  boy 
and  I  hold  high  converse  on  that  pond.  I'm  starved  for  intellec- 
tual companionship  I  tell  you.  ...  In  Florida  I  never  see  any- 
body but  niggers.  ..." 

They  had  all  laughed  out  at  that.  "As  if  you  didn't  prefer  the 
society  of  niggers!"  Sarah  said  scornfully. 

The  old  lady  had  been  moved  to  anecdote: 

"I  remember  when  Aleck  first  came  out  here  from  Virginia, 
Cousin  Sophy  said:   'Professor  Maury  is  so  well  educated.  Now 
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Cousin  Cave  Maynor  is  dead  who  is  there  in  the  neighborhood 
for  him  to  associate  with?'  'Well/  I  said,  'I  don't  know  about 
that.  He  seems  perfectly  satisfied  with  Ben  Hooser.  They're  off 
to  the  creek  together  every  evening  soon  as  school  is  out.' " 

Ben  Hooser.  .  .  .  He  could  see  now  the  wrinkled  face,  overlaid 
with  that  ashy  pallor  of  the  aged  Negro,  smiling  eyes,  the  pen- 
dulous lower  lip  that,  drooping  away,  showed  always  some  of  the 
rotten  teeth.  A  fine  nigger,  Ben,  and  on  to  a  lot  of  tricks,  the 
only  man  really  that  he'd  ever  cared  to  take  fishing  with  him. 

But  the  first  real  friend  of  his  bosom  had  been  old  Uncle 
Teague,  the  factotum  at  Hawkwood.  Once  a  week  or  more  likely 
every  ten  days  he  fed  the  hounds  on  the  carcass  of  a  calf  that 
had  had  time  to  get  pretty  high.  They  would  drive  the  spring 
wagon  out  into  the  lot ;  he,  a  boy  of  ten,  beside  Uncle  Teague 
on  the  driver's  seat.  The  hounds  would  come  in  a  great  rush  and 
rear  their  slobbering  jowls  against  the  wagon  wheels.  Uncle 
Teague  would  wield  his  whip,  chuckling  while  he  threw  the  first 
hunk  of  meat  to  Old  Mag,  his  favorite. 

"Dey  goin'  run  on  dis,"  he'd  say.  "Dey  goin'  run  like  a 
shadow.  .  .  ." 

He  shifted  his  position  again,  cautiously.  People,  he  thought 
.  .  .  people  ...  so  bone  ignorant,  all  of  them.  Not  one  person  in 
a  thousand  realized  that  a  fox-hound  remains  at  heart  a  wild 
beast  and  must  kill  and  gorge  and  then,  when  he  is  ravenous, 
kill  and  gorge  again.  ...  Or  that  the  channel  cat  is  a  night 
feeder.  .  .  .  Or  .  .  .  His  daughter  had  told  him  once  that  he 
ought  to  set  all  his  knowledge  down  in  a  book.  "Why?"  he  had 
asked.  "So  everybody  else  can  know  as  much  as  I  do?" 

If  he  allowed  his  mind  to  get  active,  really  active,  he  would 
never  get  any  sleep.  He  was  fighting  an  inclination  now  to  get 
up  and  find  a  cigarette.  He  relaxed  again  upon  his  pillows,  delib- 
erately summoned  pictures  before  his  mind's  eye.  Landscapes — 
and  streams.  He  observed  their  outlines,  watched  one  flow  into 
another.  The  Black  River  into  West  Fork,  that  in  turn  into 
Spring  Creek  and  Spring  Creek  into  the  Withlicocchee.  Then 
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they  were  all  flowing  together,  merging  into  one  broad  plain.  He 
watched  it  take  form  slowly:  the  wide  field  in  front  of  Hawk- 
wood,  the  Rivanna  River  on  one  side,  on  the  other  Peters'  Moun- 
tain. They  would  be  waiting  there  till  the  fox  showed  himself  on 
that  little  rise  by  the  river.  The  young  men  would  hold  back  till 
Uncle  James  had  wheeled  Old  Filly,  then  they  would  all  be  off 
pell-mell  across  the  plain.  He  himself  would  be  mounted  on 
Jonesboro.  Almost  blind,  but  she  would  take  anything  you  put 
her  at.  That  first  thicket  on  the  edge  of  the  woods.  They  would 
break  there,  one  half  of  them  going  around,  the  other  half  streak- 
ing it  through  the  woods.  He  was  always  of  those  going  around 
to  try  to  cut  the  fox  off  on  the  other  side.  No,  he  was  down  off 
his  horse.  He  was  coursing  with  the  fox  through  the  trees.  He 
could  hear  the  sharp,  pointed  feet  padding  on  the  dead  leaves, 
see  the  quick  head  turned  now  and  then  over  the  shoulder.  The 
trees  kept  flashing  by,  one  black  trunk  after  another.  And  now 
it  was  a  ragged  mountain  field  and  the  sage  grass  running  before 
them  in  waves  to  where  a  narrow  stream  curved  in  between  the 
ridges.  The  fox's  feet  were  light  in  the  water.  He  moved  forward 
steadily,  head  down.  The  hounds'  baying  grew  louder.  Old  Mag 
knew  the  trick.  She  had  stopped  to  give  tongue  by  that  big  rock 
and  now  they  had  all  leaped  the  gulch  and  were  scrambling  up 
through  the  pines.  But  the  fox's  feet  were  already  hard  on  the 
mountain  path.  He  ran  slowly,  past  the  big  boulder,  past  the 
blasted  pine  to  where  the  shadow  of  the  Pinnacle  Rock  was  black 
across  the  path.  He  ran  on  and  the  shadow  swayed  and  rose  to 
meet  him.  Its  cool  touch  was  on  his  hot  tongue,  his  heaving 
flanks.  He  had  slipped  in  under  it.  He  was  sinking  down,  pant- 
ing, in  black  dark,  on  moist  earth  while  the  hounds'  baying  filled 
the  valley  and  reverberated  from  the  mountainside. 

Mister  Maury  got  up  and  lit  a  cigarette.  He  smoked  it  quietly, 
lying  back  upon  his  pillows.  When  he  had  finished  smoking  he 
rolled  over  on  his  side  and  closed  his  eyes.  It  was  still  a  good 
while  till  morning,  but  perhaps  he  could  get  some  sleep.  His 
mind  played  quietly  over  the  scene  that  would  be  enacted  in 
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the  morning.  He  would  be  sitting  on  the  porch  after  breakfast, 
smoking,  when  Sarah  came  out.  She  would  ask  him  how  he  felt, 
how  he  had  slept. 

He  would  heave  a  groan,  not  looking  at  her  for  fear  of  catch- 
ing that  smile  on  her  face — the  girl  had  little  sense  of  decency. 
He  would  heave  a  groan,  not  too  loud  or  overdone.  "My  kidney 
trouble,"  he  would  say,  shaking  his  head.  "It's  come  back  on 
me,  daughter,  in  the  night." 

She  would  express  sympathy  and  go  on  to  talk  of  something 
else.  She  never  took  any  stock  in  his  kidney  trouble.  He  would 
ask  her  finally  if  she  reckoned  Steve  had  time  to  drive  him  to 
the  train  that  morning.  He'd  been  thinking  about  how  much 
good  the  chalybeate  water  of  Estill  Springs  had  done  him  last 
year.  He  might  heave  another  groan  here  to  drown  her  protests. 
"No.  ...  I  better  be  getting  on  to  the  Springs.  ...  I  need  the 
water,  ..." 

She  would  talk  on  a  lot  after  that.  He  would  not  need  to 
listen.  He  would  be  sitting  there  thinking  about  Elk  River,  where 
it  runs  through  the  village  of  Estill  Springs.  He  could  see  that 
place  by  the  bridge  now:  a  wide,  deep  pool  with  plenty  of  lay- 
bys under  the  willows. 

The  train  would  get  in  around  one  o'clock.  That  nigger,  Ed, 
would  hustle  his  bags  up  to  the  boarding  house  for  him.  He 
would  tell  Mrs.  Rogers  he  must  have  the  same  room.  He  would 
have  his  bags  packed  so  he  could  get  at  everything  quick.  He 
would  be  into  his  black  shirt  and  fishing  pants  before  you  could 
say  Jack  Robinson.  .  .  .  Thirty  minutes  after  he  got  off  the  train 
he  would  have  a  fly  in  that  water. 
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have  never  been  able  to 
understand  it  though  I  think  about  it  a  greal  deal,  less  and  less, 
of  course,  as  the  years  go  by  and  his  name  is  not  often  men- 
tioned. Still,  in  a  large  family  connection  such  as  ours  every 
member,  no  matter  how  remotely  related  or  how  unimportant, 
has  his  place  and  a  sort  of  record  in  memory.  Even  now  when 
the  kin  who  live  at  a  distance  come  visiting  as  they  still  do  in 
the  summer,  come  to  this  old  place  and  sit  with  me  under  the 
same  sugar  tree  we  sat  under  when  I  was  a  boy,  we  get  to  talk- 
ing of  other  days  and  of  people  we  knew  when  we  were  young, 
many  of  them  dead  now  or  gone  to  places  so  far  away  that 
they  seem  dead. 

The  people  who  come  oftenest  to  this  place  in  the  summer 
are  my  first  cousin,  Richard  Allard,  and  his  wife.  Richard's 
wife  is  our  third  cousin,  Emily  Crenfew.  She  visited  here  a  good 
deal  when  she  was  a  girl  and  even  stayed  here  one  whole  year 
when  Professor  Maury  had  his  school  in  the  office.  So  we  are 
able  to  recall  the  old  times  together.  They  stay  usually  two  days 
and  a  night,  but  there  is  a  subtler  cycle  by  which  the  visit  might 
be  measured. 

We  sit  here  under  the  trees  all  afternoon  and  talk  about 
people  we  used  to  know:  Cousin  Owen,  who  walked  from 
house  to  house,  carrying  his  teeth  in  a  basket;  Cousin  Ella,  who 
was  forced  to  play  cards  all  her  younger  days  to  entertain  the 
old  folks,  and  so  bore  three  sons  who  were  gamblers;  Cousin 
Henry  Hord,  who  was  deafened  by  cannonading  in  the  Civil 
War  and  lost  all  his  property  by  ill-advised  investments  and 
had  to  live  with  any  of  the  kin  who  would  put  up  with  him. 
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We  talk  about  cousins  like  these  for  a  while,  but  we  go  on 
finally  to  people  we  knew  more  intimately,  people  whose  char- 
acters have  left  us,  even  after  all  these  years,  something  to 
wonder  about.  We  speculate  on  how  and  when  Robert  Allard 
began  taking  morphine,  and  what  induced  Maggie  McLean  to 
turn  Jim  Crenfew  down  for  a  nincompoop  like  Edward  Brewer. 
Somebody  has  seen  the  notice  of  Maggie's  death  in  a  New 
Orleans  paper.  We  think  of  it,  but  we  cannot  take  it  in.  We  see 
her  as  she  was  when  she  first  came  to  Merry  Point  to  visit,  a 
frail,  high-spirited  girl,  who  made  us  all  indignant  with  her  out- 
rageous treatment  of  Jim  Crenfew.  We  talk  on  like  that  until  we 
have  called  to  mind  almost  all  the  people  who  ever  came  here  in 
the  old  days.  We  hold  them  in  our  minds  until  they  seem  to  live 
again.  I  look  up  through  the  branches  of  the  sugar  tree  to  where 
a  light  burns  dimly  in  one  of  the  upstairs  rooms.  Girls  might  be 
dressing  there  for  a  party.  At  any  moment,  I  may  hear  the 
rumbling,  explosive  laugh  of  Jim  Crenfew. 

At  such  a  time,  none  of  us  three  will  stop  talking.  We  keep 
up  the  illusion,  with  a  name  here,  a  name  there.  Seeking  to  make 
the  scene  more  complete,  we  cast  about  on  the  fringes  of  our 
enormous  family  connection.  What  ever  became  of  this  cousin, 
or  how  was  that  person  connected?  It  is  then  that  Tom  Rivers's 
name  will  be  mentioned.  Infrequently,  I  say.  One  or  two  sum- 
mers will  go  by,  and  I  may  not  hear  his  name.  And  then  it  will 
be  spoken,  and  I  have  always  that  start,  half  pleasure,  half  pride, 
and  I  realize  that  no  matter  whether  I  hear  his  name  or  not  he 
is  never  out  of  my  memory. 

There  is  a  curious  thing  I  have  observed.  If  you  sit  day  after 
day,  summer  after  summer,  in  a  chair  under  the  same  tree,  you 
will  notice  how  the  light  falls  under  and  through  the  boughs  to 
strike  always  in  the  same  pattern.  You  notice  how  it  falls  that 
way  year  after  year,  changing  only  with  the  seasons,  and  you 
think  how  you  might  go  away  and  suffer  death  or  torture  by 
fire  or  flood,  and  the  light  always  at  the  same  hour  in  that  season 
will  be  creeping  around  the  bole  of  that  beech  tree. 


Tom  Rivers  153 

It  is  like  that  with  me  when  I  think  about  Tom  Rivers.  I  can- 
not understand  how  it  was  that  he  disappeared,  leaving  nowhere 
any  trace  of  his  going.  I  sit  here  in  the  late  afternoon,  and  the 
long  lances  of  shadow  start  from  the  garden  fence  and  move 
slowly  on,  past  the  big  sugar  tree  and  past  the  beech  tree,  to 
halt  for  a  moment  at  the  little  sugar  tree  that  stands  not  fifty 
yards  from  my  chair.  When  they  have  moved  past,  I  see  that 
the  hunched,  dark  shadow  that  seemed  to  me  a  rooster  standing 
with  his  back  to  the  western  light  is  really  only  a  clump  of  dog 
fennel.  I  see  it  happen  like  that  almost  every  afternoon,  and  with 
it  comes  always  a  fresh  wonder  at  the  restless,  hurried  move- 
ments of  human  beings.  The  light  can  fall  like  that  evening  after 
evening  on  some  tree  or  flower,  and  yet  a  man  that  one  has 
known  intimately  can  vanish,  as  we  always  say  of  Tom  Rivers, 
off  the  face  of  the  earth. 

Emily  told  me  something  the  other  night  that  I  never  knew 
before.  She  said  that  Tom  Rivers  came  to  this  place  once  as  a 
boy.  The  summer  I  was  in  St.  Louis,  old  Cousin  Trump  drove 
over  from  Paducah  with  the  two  boys,  Tom  and  Horace.  Emily 
says  Tom  was  her  first  sweetheart.  Old  Cousin  Trump  picked 
out  a  little  cousin  for  each  of  the  boys,  Emily  for  Tom,  who  was 
then  ten  years  old,  and  Emily's  sister,  Lida,  for  twelve-year-old 
Horace. 

"I  had  Tom's  picture  somewhere  for  a  long  time,"  Emily  says. 
"Cousin  Trump  made  him  give  it  to  me."  She  leans  back  in  the 
lounge  chair  that  is  placed  between  our  two  chairs.  Her  white 
skirt  is  dappled  with  the  feathery  shadow  of  the  cinnamon  vine 
that  grows  on  the  garden  fence.  I  watch  the  minute,  interlacing 
shadows  waver  across  her  lap,  and  tell  myself  that  Tom  Rivers 
has  set  foot  on  this  ground,  has  walked  about  out  there  under 
the  trees. 

"He  was  ashamed  of  the  picture,"  Emily  says,  "because  he 
was  so  young  when  it  was  taken.  He  couldn't  have  been  more 
than  seven.  And  he  wore  his  hair  roached  on  top  of  his  head. 
Horace  was  better  looking." 
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I  smile,  seeing  an  infantile  Tom  with  roached  hair.  In  kilts 
probably,  as  the  fashion  was  in  those  days.  The  breeze  from  the 
garden  lifts  the  clumps  of  cinnamon  vine  so  that  they  sway 
forward  on  their  gnarled  stems.  The  shadows  fall  across  Emily's 
skirt,  as  thick  as  the  trunks  of  small  trees.  I  see  our  tent  with  the 
thin  trunks  of  the  little  locust  trees  striking  across  it,  and  hear 
Tom's  voice  ringing  out  in  "Way  up  on  Clinch  Mountain."  Or 
that  other  song  he  sang  so  much: 

"Hurry  up,  pretty  little  gal, 
Hurry  up,  Liza  Jane, 
Hurry  up,  poor  little  gal, 
SHE  died  on  the  train." 

I  first  saw  Tom  Rivers  when  I  was  eighteen  years  old — the 
spring  I  landed  in  Cisco.  I  came  there  from  Fort  Worth,  where 
I  had  been  spending  the  winter  with  an  uncle.  I  went  West  in 
the  first  place  because  I  wanted  to  see  life,  see  life  and  ride  horses. 
The  folks  thought  it  was  all  right  because  I  was  going  to  visit 
some  of  the  kin.  They  were  stronger  on  kinship  in  those  days  than 
they  are  now.  If  you  had  kin  in  a  place,  you  went  there  and 
stayed  as  long  as  you  wanted  to.  I  liked  my  cousins  all  right,  but 
I  didn't  much  like  the  way  they  lived.  Uncle  Robert  was  a  town 
man — in  that  little  place  he  was  already  taking  on  the  airs  of  a 
banker,  wearing  a  boiled  shirt  every  day  and  going  without 
boots  even  when  the  mud  was  ankle  deep  at  the  crossings.  And 
he  didn't  much  like  for  me  to  hang  around  the  livery  stable. 

After  he  spoke  to  me  about  that  several  times,  I  got  restless. 
I  told  him  I  thought  I  would  go  on  to  Cisco  and  stay  a  while. 
He  thought  that  was  all  right,  said  we  had  a  cousin  there  I  could 
stay  with.  Rivers  his  name  was,  Tom  Rivers.  I  didn't  much  like 
the  idea  of  getting  tied  up  with  more  cousins.  Still  I  thought  he 
was  a  young  fellow  and  probably  wouldn't  pay  much  attention 
to  me.  And  anything  was  better  than  Uncle  Robert. 

I  landed  at  Cisco  at  three  o'clock  in  the  afternoon.  As  I  got  off 
the  train,  I  didn't  know  at  first  which  way  to  turn.  There  didn't 
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seem  to  be  anything  to  go  to.  Then  I  saw,  off  under  some  china- 
berry  trees,  the  little  cluster  of  buildings  that  were  Cisco's  main 
street,  half  a  dozen  frame  houses  and,  a  stone's  throw  away  from 
them,  a  larger  building  that  might  have  been  a  barn  or  a  stable. 
I  picked  my  telescope  up  and  stepped  into  the  yellow  shack  of 
a  depot. 

There  was  a  stove  in  there,  I  remember,  and  a  table  and  some 
chairs  and,  behind  a  barred  window,  the  telegraph  apparatus. 
The  three  men  lounging  in  the  split-bottomed  chairs  eyed  me 
incuriously.  I  picked  the  operator  out  by  his  pasty  face,  but  it 
was  to  one  of  the  other  men  I  spoke:  "You  know  a  man  here 
named  Tom  Rivers?" 

Nobody  said  anything  for  a  moment.  The  man  I  addressed 
had  sweeping  blond  mustaches,  almost  white  they  were  against 
his  brick-red  face.  While  I  was  looking  at  him  they  moved  twice, 
convulsively.  Abrupt,  nervous  laughter  had  broken  from  one  of 
the  other  men  before  he  spoke,  straightening  himself  up  in  his 
chair  as  if  by  the  movement  he  could  delay  speech.  "Yeah,"  he 
said,  "I  know  him." 

The  man  who  had  not  laughed  spoke  quickly.  "He  works  at 
Burnham's  livery  stable.  Probably  up  there  now." 

I  explained  that  I  was  a  cousin  of  Rivers,  from  Kentucky, 
and  that  I  wanted  a  job,  riding  or  driving  or  most  anything  else. 
"Well,  Rivers  can  get  you  a  job,"  they  said. 

They  took  me  to  the  door  and  pointed  out  the  livery  stable. 
"If  Rivers  ain't  there,"  they  said,  "ask  for  Riggin,  Billy  Riggin. 
He'll  know  where  to  find  him." 

The  runway  of  the  stable  was  dark  and  cool  after  the  glare.  I 
stepped  inside,  into  the  familiar  odors  of  horseflesh  and  sweat 
and  grain.  There  was  nobody  in  sight  except  a  man  who  stood 
with  his  back  to  me,  fooling  with  some  whips  that  were  stuck  in 
a  rack  on  the  wall.  I  set  my  telescope  down  and  mopped  my  face. 
The  man  at  the  rack  had  turned  around  and  was  coming  towards 
me.  I  saw  his  eyes,  sparkling  gray  under  light  brows,  and  I  knew 
he  was  the  man  I  was  looking  for. 
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He  was  not  tall,  but  he  was  broad-shouldered.  You  knew  that 
the  legs  under  his  faded  jeans  pants  were  muscular,  but  they 
were  a  bit  bowed,  from  much  riding.  I  thought  of  Tom  Faggus. 
I  cannot  at  this  date  recall  exactly  how  that  celebrated  high- 
wayman looked,  yet  I  can  see  him  always  walking  on  his  bandy 
legs  across  that  lawn  towards  the  waiting  boy.  And  in  the  dis- 
tance the  strawberry  mare,  Winnie.  So  when  I  think  of  Tom 
Rivers  a  horse  is  always  waiting  somewhere  for  him,  Hoxie,  the 
pinto,  or  the  beautiful  gray  mare  that  he  called  Barbara.  He  will 
be  swinging  off  his  horse,  and  as  his  body  makes  an  arc  in  the 
air  I  notice  that  the  shoulders  are  disproportionately  broad  and 
that  his  legs  are  regrettably  bowed.  But  the  first  thing  I  noticed 
about  him  was  his  eyes,  a  sparkling  gray,  set  under  brows  that 
were  so  fair  they  looked  white. 

In  those  days  in  the  West,  you  shook  hands  with  a  stranger 
when  you  greeted  him.  He  saw  that  I  was  waiting  to  speak  to 
him,  and  he  had  already  put  out  his  hand  before  I  spoke. 

I  think  I  was  stammering,  and  I  called  him  "Cousin"  before 
I  thought.  "Cousin  Tom,"  I  said,  "I'm  Lew  Allard.  Ben  Allard's 
son. 

He  was  smiling.  "Cousin  Ben  at  Merry  Point,"  he  said,  and  I 
realized  he  knew  that  in  my  father's  generation  there  was  an- 
other Ben  Allard,  in  Louisville. 

He  took  me  over  to  the  boarding  house  where  he  lived.  The 
next  day  he  got  me  a  job,  driving  for  Ed  Burnham  who  owned 
the  livery  stable.  My  job  was  to  take  the  drummers  out  on  the 
trips  they  made  from  town  to  town.  For  these  trips  we  used  what 
we  called  a  hack — a  light  spring  wagon  it  was,  really,  with  an 
oilcloth  top  fastened  over  hoops.  These  trips  sometimes  took  as 
much  as  six  weeks.  The  first  one  I  made  was  only  a  day's  trip, 
however,  out  to  a  ranch  about  thirty  miles  from  Cisco.  It  was 
good  and  dark  when  I  got  back  to  the  livery  stable  that  night. 
Tom  was  still  there.  He  had  finished  his  work  and  was  feeding 
his  own  horse,  Hoxie. 

He  came  and  sat  on  a  box  in  the  runway  while  I  fed  my  team. 
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Then  we  went  over  to  his  boarding  house.  The  table  was  cleared, 
but  Mrs.  Riggin's  oldest  daughter  had  kept  a  plate  for  me  in 
the  warmer.  I  thought  she  was  a  little  smitten  with  Tom,  but 
he  didn't  seem  to  pay  much  attention  to  her  except  to  tease  her 
about  some  cowboy  that  he  pretended  she  was  in  love  with.  I 
found  out  afterwards  that  he  had  a  little  Mexican  girl  in  one 
of  the  houses  across  the  tracks. 

After  I  had  eaten  supper,  we  walked  down  the  street  to  one 
of  the  two  saloons.  There  were  a  lot  of  loungers  around  the  bar, 
and  in  the  back  room  a  big  poker  game  was  going  on.  I  remem- 
ber that  I  felt  a  little  proud  to  be  accepted  as  an  equal  by  Tom, 
who  must  have  been  twenty-two  or  three  to  my  eighteen.  We  sat 
down  a  few  feet  away  from  the  poker  game.  I  noticed  that  every 
man  looked  up  from  his  cards  long  enough  to  give  Tom  some 
sort  of  greeting.  I  thought,  innocently,  that  it  was  because  he 
had  lived  in  that  part  of  Texas  long  enough  to  know  everybody. 
But  I  have  seen  that  same  thing  happen  in  towns  where  he  was 
comparatively  a  stranger.  I  have  seen  him  walk  into  a  saloon  or 
gambling  place,  and  every  man  in  the  room  would  give  some 
sort  of  recognition  of  his  presence.  It  might  be  no  more  than  a 
glance  or  a  quick  batting  of  an  eyelash,  but  there  was  always 
some  sign  that  they  knew  he  was  there. 

In  the  old  West  a  man's  appearance — and  I  mean  by  that 
the  impression  he  made  on  a  stranger — counted  for  a  great  deal. 
Men  moved  about,  from  ranch  to  ranch,  town  to  town.  Con- 
tacts were  casual  and  quickly  established.  When  you  hit  a  new 
place,  people  were  likely  to  take  you  at  your  valuation  of  your- 
self— if  you  were  able  to  back  up  that  valuation.  You  knew  when 
you  first  laid  eyes  on  Tom  Rivers  that  there  was  some  quality 
about  him  that  set  him  apart  from  other  men.  He  was  fearless — 
utterly  fearless.  Not  many  men  are. 

It  was  evident  in  Tom's  walk,  a  quick,  impatient  stride.  He 
seemed  always  to  have  just  got  off  a  horse,  not  to  have  time, 
really,  for  walking.  It  was  apparent  to  me  also  in  his  eyes.  They 
were  a  changeable  gray,  mobile  and  so  full  of  light  that  the  eye 


158  The  Forest  of  the  South 

at  times  looked  liquid.  I  have  never  seen  such  eyes  except  in  one 
other  human  being,  an  old  lady  back  in  Kentucky,  Cousin  Lucy 
Llewellyn.  Crenfew  eyes  they  are,  really,  not  Llewellyn  or  Rivers. 

I  recognized  this  particular  kind  of  fearlessness  in  Tom  Rivers 
from  the  first.  After  I  had  been  in  Cisco  a  while,  I  realized  that 
it  was  generally  acknowledged.  Tom  was  not  quarrelsome.  I 
think  a  kind  of  moral  compunction  would  have  prevented  him 
from  entering  a  quarrel  too  easily.  It  was  as  if  he  knew  that  his 
fearlessness  gave  him  an  advantage  over  other  men.  When  he 
did  go  into  action,  he  had  a  peculiar  short,  excited  laugh.  There 
was  something  exultant  in  it,  as  if  he  had  been  waiting  for  this 
very  thing,  and  virtue  had  at  last  been  rewarded.  I  don't  believe 
any  man  who  ever  heard  that  laugh  could  forget  it.  The  man 
whom  I  had  accosted  at  the  depot  that  first  day  had  had  to  hear 
it  before  he  realized  what  sort  of  fellow  Tom  was.  He  had  gone 
at  Tom  with  a  pitchfork.  Tom  had  lifted  him  up  and  had 
thrown  him  over  a  watering  trough.  I  saw  the  man  frequently 
after  that,  in  Tom's  company,  and  I  never  noticed  any  signs  of 
enmity  between  them,  but  I  knew  that  my  question  and  his  slow 
answer  were  repeated  hilariously  for  weeks  all  over  town. 

There  were  not  more  than  five  hundred  people  in  Cisco  then. 
There  were  very  few  girls  to  go  to  see  as  you  went  to  see  girls 
in  Kentucky,  but  there  were  two  fancy  houses  in  town,  Chita's 
and  the  place  across  the  tracks  run  by  a  woman  named  Annie. 
If  the  boys  who  worked  at  the  livery  stable  didn't  go  to  Chita's 
or  Annie's,  they  went  to  one  of  the  two  saloons,  Maudrey's  or 
the  one  we  called  simply  the  "other  place"  because  it  changed 
hands  so  often. 

There  were  some  pretty  stiff  games  in  the  back  room  there  at 
Maudrey's.  A  lot  of  professionals  drifted  in  and  out  of  Cisco 
that  winter,  not  sharpers,  exactly,  but  men  who  came  to  town, 
rented  a  room,  slept  all  day  and  came  out  at  night  only  to  play 
poker.  Years  afterwards  I  learned  the  way  they  worked.  They 
would  go  to  the  various  drugstores,  buy  up  every  pack  of  cards 
in  town  and  spend  a  day  marking  them.  Then  they  would  take 
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the  cards  back  to  the  druggist,  pretending  that  they  had  found 
some  imperfection  in  them.  The  druggist  would  examine  them 
and,  failing  to  find  the  imperfection,  would  protest.  There  would 
be  high  words.  It  would  end  with  the  gambler's  throwing  all  the 
packs  of  cards  on  the  counter  and  stalking  out  of  the  place.  Nine 
times  out  of  ten  the  druggist  would  put  the  cards  back  in  his 
stock,  from  which  they  would  get  into  circulation  in  the  town. 

I  remember  one  of  these  men,  Coogan  his  name  was.  A  big 
man  who  wore  a  full  beard — something  unusual  even  in  those 
days — flowing  down  to  the  middle  of  his  chest.  I  think  Coogan 
relied  somewhat  upon  his  formidable  appearance.  He  was  un- 
doubtedly a  bully.  Shortly  after  Coogan's  arrival,  another 
stranger  came,  a  little  sallow  man  named  Jackson.  There  was  at 
first  nothing  apparent  to  connect  these  two  men.  Yet  the  con- 
viction grew  that  they  were  working  together.  It  was  noticed 
that  they  sat  whenever  it  was  possible  with  a  third  man  between 
them,  a  position  favorable,  to  say  the  least,  for  working  the  old 
razzle-dazzle  play.  Nobody  had  ever  got  anything  on  either 
Coogan  or  Jackson,  but  there  was  a  tenseness  in  the  air.  They 
said  that  Coogan  had  given  himself  a  week  to  take  all  the  money 
out  of  town.  It  looked  as  if  he  might  finish  the  job  sooner  than 
that.  There  was  a  crowd  hanging  around  the  game  till  all  hours 
every  night. 

I  used  to  drift  in  sometimes  in  the  evenings.  I  liked  to  watch 
Coogan  work.  There  was  a  histrionic  quality  in  everything  he 
did.  Unlike  most  of  the  other  men,  he  drank  only  beer  while  he 
was  playing.  The  bar-keep  did  not  wait  on  him  fast  enough.  He 
hired  a  boy  to  rush  him  a  glass  of  beer  whenever  he  raised  his 
great  bellowing  voice.  The  call  came  always  suddenly,  the  boy 
would  rush  to  the  bar  and  then  back  to  Coogan,  who  would  be 
sitting  meanwhile  drumming  on  the  table  with  his  great  fists. 
When  the  beer  came  he  would  drink  it  off  almost  at  one  draught, 
wipe  his  mouth  on  the  back  of  his  hairy  hand,  then  settle  back  to 
his  play.  The  glass  meantime  would  have  been  swept  off  the 
table  into  some  corner,  whence  the  boy  would  have  to  retrieve  it. 
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I  never  have  known  what  prompted  Coogan  to  pick  on  Tom. 
It  may  have  been  that  he  recognized  in  Tom  a  man  out  of  the 
ordinary,  and,  flushed  with  his  own  success,  wanted  to  go  up 
against  him.  It  may  have  been  merely  the  showman's  instinct 
which  he  possessed  in  great  degree,  or  it  may  have  been  merely 
the  exigencies  of  his  profession.  The  number  of  men  in  town  who 
would  play  poker  with  him  was  dwindling,  but  the  crowd  still 
hung  around,  and  as  long  as  they  were  there  they  expected 
action.  He  was  playing  one  Thursday  night  with  Jackson  and 
Milt  Howes  and  Bob  Burnham  and  a  man  from  Dallas  whose 
name  I  didn't  know.  Milt  had  had  a  little  run  of  luck  earlier  in 
the  evening,  but  he  had  been  losing  steadily  for  over  an  hour. 
There  were  two  dollars'  worth  of  chips  in  front  of  him  when  he 
filled  a  diamond  flush.  He  bet  a  dollar  on  it.  Burnham  and  the 
other  two  stayed  out.  Coogan  called  him  and  raised  him  another 
dollar.  Milt  called  him.  Coogan  laid  down  a  full  house.  Milt 
pushed  his  chair  back — he  had  already  paid  for  his  chips  during 
his  brief  run  of  luck  and  stood  up  to  go. 

That  left  only  four  men  playing.  Coogan  looked  up  at  Tom, 
who  was  standing  on  the  edge  of  the  crowd. 

"Want  to  take  a  hand?"  he  asked. 

Tom  answered  with  a  half  jerk  of  the  head.  The  gesture  signi- 
fied negation.  But  it  was  not  completed.  A  certain  contempt  was 
apparent  in  it,  as  if  Tom  did  not  think  the  gambler  was  worth 
wasting  words  on. 

Coogan  leaned  back  slowly  in  his  chair.  I  remember  noticing 
then,  as  if  for  the  first  time,  the  man's  bulk.  He  had  his  fists 
resting  on  the  table.  Under  his  wet  shirt  sleeves  the  muscles  of 
his  upper  arm  stood  out  suddenly. 

Jackson  laid  his  cards  down  and,  slipping  out  of  his  chair, 
took  two  steps  to  the  right.  In  that  instant  nobody  doubted  that 
he  was  Coogan's  partner  and  that  they  had  known  each  other 
a  long  time.  There  must  have  been  a  falling  back  of  the  crowd. 
Morgan,  the  pop-eyed  harness  man,  was  in  the  forefront.  As  I 
watched  he,  too,  stepped  back.  The  two  men  were  left  facing 
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each  other.  I  was  aware  that  Tom  was  a  short  man  and  a  bit 
bandy-legged. 

Coogan  spoke  :  "How  long'd  it  take  you  to  say,  'Yas,  sir'  ?" 

Morgan's  pop  eyes  that  had  been  on  Coogan's  face  were  shift- 
ing slowly  to  Tom's.  I  saw  with  excitement  that  Tom's  eyes 
were  glittering.  They  looked  as  if  they  might  spill  over  and  run 
down  his  face.  He  gave  his  short  laugh.  "It'd  take  me  till  hell 
froze  over,"  he  said. 

Coogan  was  on  his  feet.  The  barrel  of  his  forty-four  was  a 
gleam  of  blinding,  intolerable  light.  I  have  always  regretted  that 
I  did  not  look  at  Coogan's  face  then.  But  I  could  not  take  my 
eyes  off  the  barrel  of  that  revolver.  I  saw  the  gleam  vanish  as 
Tom's  fingers  closed  over  the  barrel.  I  saw  him  take  the  gun 
away  from  Coogan  and  return  it  to  him  butt  first.  There  was  a 
ludicrous  precision  about  the  movement,  a  finickiness  as  of  a  lady 
being  careful  to  hand  a  spoon  to  a  guest,  handle  first.  Somewhere 
in  the  crowd  a  man  snorted. 

I  don't  think  I  realized  properly  what  had  happened  until  I 
saw  the  crowd  surging  before  me  towards  the  bar.  Coogan 
walked  first  and  a  few  paces  behind  him  Tom.  As  I  watched, 
Tom  lifted  his  foot  and  prodded  Coogan  gently  in  the  behind. 

"Go  on,"  he  said.  "Set  'em  up." 

I  remember  I  drank  whisky  with  the  rest.  I  didn't  want  it. 
I  could  hardly  get  it  down,  but  something  told  me  I  might  never 
have  another  drink  bought  for  me  under  such  circumstances. 

Years  afterwards,  a  man  who  was  there  told  me  something 
that  I  never  noticed  at  the  time.  He  said  that  Coogan  kept  hold- 
ing the  gun  in  his  hand  all  the  time  he  was  at  the  bar,  that  it 
was  only  after  the  drinks  had  been  ordered  that  he  laid  it  down, 
limply,  in  a  clutter  of  bottles  and  glasses. 

I  was  ordinarily  a  quiet  boy,  with  a  knack  for  attending  to  my 
own  business,  but  I  must  have  got  a  little  drunk  on  Tom's 
prowess.  I  know  I  walked  after  that  with  a  sort  of  swagger,  and 
I  caught  myself  once  in  the  saloon  jostling  a  man  whom  there 
was  no  need  to  jostle,  merely  from  a  feeling  that  I,  the  hero's 
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friend,  couldn't  be  bothered  to  look  where  I  was  going.  It  was 
this  mood  that  led  me  to  boasting. 

The  White  Caps — they  were  like  our  own  Kentucky  Night 
Riders — were  active  in  that  part  of  Texas  then.  Off  towards  the 
Staked  Plain  a  man  named  Rainey  had  failed  to  make  his  pay- 
ments on  a  ranch  he  had  bought,  and  the  Eastern  company  that 
had  sold  it  to  him  were  trying  to  get  their  money  through  gov- 
ernment aid,  taxing  his  cotton  so  much  a  hundred.  The  White 
Caps  were  determined  that  this  tax  should  not  be  collected.  Two 
or  three  outfits  had  gone  out  from  Cisco,  but  nobody  had  suc- 
ceeded in  picking  that  cotton.  There  was  a  good  deal  of  talk 
about  it  all  over  town. 

In  my  new  vainglorious  mood  I  made  a  foolish  boast  about  it 
before  I  thought.  "If  I  undertook  to  pick  cotton  I  bet  I'd  do  it." 
I  said  this  in  a  noisy  group  of  men  in  the  back  room  at  Mau- 
drey's.  It  was  not  until  I  had  spoken  that  I  noticed  Reynolds,  the 
government  agent,  having  a  lonely  drink  at  the  bar. 

I  was  glad  that  nobody  seemed  to  have  heard  me,  for  I  knew, 
when  I  stopped  to  think  about  it,  that  I  wouldn't  have  any  more 
chance  to  pick  that  cotton  than  those  other  fellows  had  had. 
Still,  I  worried  about  it  a  little  all  that  day,  and  I  lay  awake  that 
night  thinking  about  it.  But  I  had  forgotten  all  about  it  by 
morning.  When  I  got  to  the  livery  stable,  the  government  agent 
was  waiting  for  me.  He  motioned  towards  the  wagon  and  the 
team,  Jerry  and  Tom,  that  stood  waiting  under  a  chinaberry 
tree.  There  was  nobody  else  about. 

"There's  your  outfit,"  Reynolds  said,  and  when  I  didn't  say 
anything  for  a  minute,  "You're  the  man  that  was  going  to  pick 
that  cotton,  aren't  you?" 

"Sure,"  I  said  and  walked  over  to  the  wagon.  It  was  then  that 
I  saw  Tom  Rivers  coming  towards  me  from  the  stable.  He  had 
a  holster  strapped  on  him,  and  he  was  carrying  a  pistol  in  his 
hand.  I  knew  that  it  was  my  own  forty-one  that  I  kept  in  the 
safe  at  the  office. 

He  nodded  to  the  agent  and  climbed  up  on  the  driver's  seat 
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beside  me.  Jerry  and  Tom  broke  into  their  swinging  trot  as  I 
lifted  the  reins,  and  we  turned  out  of  town  into  the  road  that 
led  to  Rainey's  ranch. 

"What  made  you  decide  to  go?"  I  asked  Tom  when  we  were 
out  of  sight  of  the  stable.  He  grinned. 

"Aw,"  he  said,  "that  Reynolds  always  did  make  me  tired." 

We  got  to  Rainey's  place  while  it  was  still  light — a  frame 
house  and  two  or  three  outbuildings  set  in  the  shade  of  some 
chinaberry  trees.  At  first  we  thought  there  wasn't  anybody  there, 
everything  was  so  quiet.  Then  we  saw  Rainey  sitting  under  a 
tree  mending  a  piece  of  harness.  He  started  talking  before  we 
got  to  him. 

Six  of  them  had  been  to  see  him  that  morning.  They  said 
they  didn't  mean  him  no  harm,  but  warn't  no  cotton  going  off 
that  place,  and  they  were  going  to  watch  it.  It  warn't  nothing 
to  him.  Taxes  would  take  all  his  crop  anyhow.  But  his  wife 
wanted  to  come  home.  She'd  been  staying  at  Clint  Evans's  now 
for  over  two  weeks.  Said  she  warn't  going  to  stay  on  no  place 
where  there  was  shooting  going  on  all  the  time.  Looked  to  him 
like  that  government  agent  would  quit  sending  'em  out  here. 
It  warn't  nothing  to  him.  Cotton  could  rot  in  the  boll.  Only  he 
was  tired  of  all  this  going  on.  His  wife  said  might  as  well  give 
the  government  the  land  and  have  it  over  with. 

Tom  stood  there  looking  at  him.  "You  got  any  kin  in  Todd 
County,"  he  asked,  "name  of  Bye?" 

Rainey  laid  his  hame  string  across  his  knee  and  stared.  "Now 
how'd  you  know  my  mammy  was  a  Bye?"  he  asked. 

Tom  laughed  with  his  head  cocked  on  one  side.  "I  believe  I 
could  tell  a  Bye  if  I  met  him  in  the  middle  of  the  desert,"  he  said. 

Rainey  stood  up.  "You  better  take  out  before  it  gits  dark,"  he 
said.  "Come  on  and  I'll  show  you  where  to  water  them  hosses." 

He  brought  a  bucket  of  water  over  to  the  wagon  for  us,  and 
he  stood  there  while  we  took  the  horses  out.  Then  he  and  Tom 
led  the  horses  off  to  the  watering  trough. 

I  started  getting  the  stuff  out  of  the  wagon.  Rainey  had  planted 
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a  double  row  of  locusts  on  one  side  of  the  house  for  a  windbreak. 
I  set  the  cook  tent  up  in  this  little  alley  between  the  trees.  It's 
funny  when  you're  looking  for  a  place  to  put  up  a  tent.  It  makes 
as  much  difference  as  where  you  build  a  house.  I  knew  as  soon 
as  I  saw  the  place  that  this  was  where  we'd  pitch  our  tent  and 
not  change  it.  When  you  live  in  a  country  like  that  you  get  to 
thinking  about  trees.  I  used  to  dream  of  them  at  night,  rows  and 
rows  of  trees — in  the  Penhally  woods,  mostly,  where  I  used  to  go 
to  shoot  squirrels. 

I  pegged  the  tent  down  well — there  was  just  room  for  it 
between  the  trunks  of  the  trees.  Then  I  got  the  oven  out  and  set 
it  up  on  a  couple  of  bricks,  a  skillet  it  was,  really,  with  an  iron, 
closely  fitted  top.  You  heaped  your  coals  around  it  and  all  over 
the  top  so  that  the  heat  was  uniform.  I've  seen  niggers  at  home 
cooking  on  the  same  kind  of  stove.  You  can  make  mighty  good 
biscuits  on  it  and  that's  a  fact. 

Rainey  and  Tom  were  still  standing  by  the  watering  trough. 
The  horses  had  quit  drinking,  but  they  would  keep  putting  their 
heads  down  in  the  trough  and  then  bring  them  up  with  the  water 
drooling  out  of  their  mouths,  Tom  Rivers  was  standing  with  one 
arm  laid  across  Jerry.  Every  now  and  then  he  would  tap  the 
horse  on  the  shoulder  or  run  his  hand  down  over  his  back. 
Rainey  had  dropped  down  on  a  block  of  wood  and  was  fooling 
with  his  hame  string  again,  stopping  every  once  in  a  while  to 
look  up  at  Tom.  Their  bodies  and  the  bodies  of  the  horses  looked 
black  in  the  clear  light.  I  knew  that  in  a  few  minutes  it  would 
be  pitch  dark. 

I  slipped  over  to  the  wood  pile  and  got  a  turn  of  wood.  Then 
I  hunted  around  and  found  enough  chips  and  little  stuff  to 
start  the  fire.  It  crackled  right  up,  a  good-sized  flame  that  looked 
pale  in  the  light. 

I  sliced  the  middling  and  had  it  in  the  pan  all  ready  to  fry 
before  I  started  making  my  biscuits.  I  had  the  name  of  making 
good  biscuits.  One  of  the  first  things  I  learned  to  do  in  that  coun- 
try was  to  mix  them  in  the  sack.  You  mixed  your  baking  powder 
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and  salt  and  shortening,  all  your  dry  stuff,  into  the  flour,  then 
you  poured  the  water  in. 

I  put  the  biscuits  in  the  oven  and  heaped  the  coals  up  around 
them.  It  was  getting  dark  now.  The  flames  that  you  could  hardly 
see  a  minute  ago  showed  up  bright  and  would  show  up,  you 
knew,  for  miles  around.  Dark  falls  like  that  in  Texas.  One  min- 
ute you  will  be  moving  in  the  clear  light  of  day,  and  the  next  it 
will  be  black  dark.  I  heard  Tom  coming  with  the  horses  before  I 
could  see  him.  He  turned  them  out,  then  came  over  to  the  fire. 

"I  been  fooling  around  all  this  time  talking  to  that  man,"  he 
said,  "and  here  you  got  supper  all  cooked." 

"We've  got  molasses,"  I  told  him.  "We  can  have  hoe  cakes 
for  breakfast." 

He  sat  down  with  his  back  against  a  tree.  "This  fellow  here 
has  got  plenty  of  chickens,"  he  said,  "but  I  haven't  got  the  heart 
to  take  'em.  A  feller  as  down  in  the  mouth  as  he  is,  it'd  be  a 
shame  to  steal  his  chickens." 

I  had  been  frying  the  middling  in  a  skillet  on  top  of  the  oven. 
I  took  the  skillet  off  now,  and  we  got  the  biscuits  out.  They  were 
fairly  light  and  just  brown  enough.  We  made  sandwiches  out  of 
the  fried  meat,  and  then  sopped  up  some  of  the  grease  from  the 
bottom  of  the  skillet.  I  complained  that  the  middling  was  a  little 
rancid. 

"Not  any  meat  out  here  cured  right,"  Tom  said  reasonably. 
"They  ain't  got  the  climate."  He  added,  musing,  "If  I'd  a  known 
how  much  fat  meat  I  was  going  to  have  to  eat  out  here  I'd  a 
stayed  at  home  and  been  poor  white  folks.  I  believe  in  my  soul 
I  would." 

I  cleaned  the  plates  with  a  piece  of  bread  and  then  poured 
them  full  of  molasses.  We  sopped  it  up  with  the  last  of  the  hot 
biscuits.  "Molasses  sure  takes  the  taste  of  that  sowbelly  out  of 
your  mouth,"  Tom  said. 

He  blew  on  the  cup  of  coffee  that  I  handed  him  and  leaned 
back  against  the  tree  trunk.  "It's  funny  now  about  poor  white 
folks,"  he  said.  "You  reckon  they  look  more  like  each  other  than 
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other  folks?  Now  that  fellow  Rainey,  or  whatever  his  name  is. 
I'd  a  known  him  for  a  Bye  if  you  waked  me  up  in  the  middle  of 
the  night.  And  it  turns  out  that  he's  a  nephew  to  Old  Man  Bye 
used  to  live  on  our  place.  Seven  of  'em  there  was,  and  not  one 
of  'em  worth  a  damn." 

"This  feller  he  isn't  worth  a  damn  either?"  I  asked. 

"Naw,"  Tom  said.  "He  might  just  as  well  stayed  in  Ken- 
tucky." 

"Well,  maybe  he  likes  it  better  out  here  anyhow,"  I  said.  "He's 
not  poor  white  folks  out  here." 

Tom  shook  his  head.  "They  don't  mind  it,"  he  said.  "That's 
what  they  always  been.  Now  take  you.  You  think  you'd  hate  to 
be  a  woman,  but  if  you  were  a  woman  you  wouldn't  think  any- 
thing of  it.  Or  a  nigger.  Now,  a  nigger  wouldn't  want  to  change 
with  white  folks — I  mean  a  nigger  that  had  any  sense — because 
the  way  he  is  he  don't  have  to  make  any  effort.  He  knows  some- 
body's going  to  take  care  of  him." 

I  scoured  the  plates  and  skillet  with  sand  and  put  them  away 
and  dragged  the  oven  out  of  the  coals.  The  fire  was  down,  but 
Tom  found  an  old  log  and  dragged  it  up  and  laid  it  across  the 
embers.  I  looked  in  the  pot  and  found  that  there  was  another 
cup  of  coffee  apiece.  We  drank  them,  leaning  back  on  our 
elbows.  When  Tom  had  finished  his  coffee,  he  rolled  over  on 
his  back  and  sang,  letting  his  voice  ring  out  as  loud  as  it  could : 

"I'll  brew  my  own  whisky, 
I'll  make  my  own  stew, 
If  I  get  drunk,  Madam, 
It's  nothing  to  you." 

He  told  me  about  his  girl,  Barbara,  in  Kentucky.  She  had 
turned  him  down  because  of  his  drinking.  He  had  appeared 
drunk  at  a  Sunday-school  picnic  and  shot  the  hat  off  of  old 
Mister  Billy  Pettigrew's  head.  There  had  been  a  lot  of  to-do 
about  it,  of  course.  She  had  wanted  him  to  promise  her  never  to 
touch  another  drop.  "I  can't  do  that,"  Tom  said.  "Now,  you 


Tom  Rivers  167 

know  I  can't  do  that.  I  know  I  made  a  fool  of  myself  before  all 
those  folks,  and  I  hope  I  won't  do  it  again,  but  as  for  saying  I 
won't  ever  touch  another  drop) " 

They  had  argued  about  it  all  one  afternoon,  behind  drawn 
blinds  in  the  parlor  at  the  Staytons,  the  old  folks  sitting  on  the 
porch  waiting  to  hear  the  outcome.  The  next  day  Tom  had 
started  for  Texas.  "Her  mother  was  tickled  to  death.  She  said 
all  along  she  didn't  want  her  daughter  to  marry  a  Rivers." 

We  fell  to  talking  of  horses  and  dogs.  Tom  told  me  about  a 
little  setter  bitch  he'd  had  once.  "The  smallest  dog  I  ever  saw 
and  the  smartest.  It  was  a  pleasure  now  just  to  see  that  dog 
work.  She'd  take  a  field " 

I  told  him  of  old  Trecho,  a  pointer  who  had  remarkable 
powers.  Tom  was  amazed  and  pleased  to  hear  the  story.  "It's 
bad  about  a  dog,"  he  added.  "You  get  attached  to  'em,  and  you 
think  you  couldn't  get  along  without  that  dog,  and  all  the  time 
you  know  they've  got  to  die,  in  ten,  maybe  fifteen  years.  And  if 
they  live  to  be  old,  it's  bad  after  their  teeth  fall  out,  and  they 
can't  chew  their  food.  A  bird  dog  hates  it  after  he  gets  so  he 
can't  get  around." 

We  had  spread  the  wagon  sheet  on  the  ground  and  were 
lying  back  against  our  rolled  up  blankets.  The  end  of  the  log 
burned  slowly  and  shot  into  flames.  Tom  went  on  talking — 
about  an  old  Negro  man  named  Pomp,  Uncle  Pomp  Rivers. 
They  called  Tom  Pomp  when  he  was  little  because  he  was 
always  going  around  with  old  Uncle  Pomp. 

"We  used  to  have  some  good  times,"  Tom  said,  "me  and 
that  old  nigger.  Knew  how  to  make  the  best  rabbit  traps  of  any- 
body around  there.  Knew  how  to  do  most  everything." 

I  lay  listening,  my  head  cradled  in  my  arms.  My  mind  raced 
ahead  of  his  slow  words  to  make  bright  pictures  of  familiar 
scenes :  the  white,  plastered  wall  of  Oak  Chapel,  and  against  it 
a  girl's  head,  gold  in  the  morning  sun — her  eyes  had  searched 
mine  before  they  moved  on  to  rest  upon  George  Crenfew  sitting 
beside  me — they  had  moved  on  then,  but  now  they  stopped  on 
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mine;  the  Blue  Hole  on  West  Fork,  and  the  sycamore  tree  that 
sprawled  its  shadow  over  the  entrance  to  the  Guthrie  Fair 
Grounds.  I  had  been  standing  under  it  when  the  man  gave  me 
the  quick  look,  then  came  over  and  asked  me  to  ride  his  horse. 
"I  don't  want  to  ride."  I  had  said  it  stubbornly  to  George  Cren- 
few  and  the  Johnson  boy  standing  there  with  me,  but  now  I  saw 
myself  mounting  the  horse  and  felt  under  me  his  long,  quick 
stride.  .  .  . 

"Lived  to  be  ninety  years  old,"  Tom  said,  "and  went  fishing 
every  day  of  his  life.  Only  nigger  I  ever  knew  fished  with 
flies " 

His  voice  dropped  suddenly.  "Hear  anything?"  he  asked. 

I  sat  up  and  looked  about  me.  The  sky  that  had  been  black 
was  gray  now  and  faintly  peppered  with  stars.  The  sound  came 
again — the  far-off  galloping  of  horses'  hooves.  I  heard  a  man 
call  out  and  another  man  answering  him.  I  remember  my  start 
of  surprise.  It  was  as  if  I  had  not  realized  before  that  the  horses 
had  riders,  or  that  there  could  be  anybody  but  us  under  this 
starry  sky.  Here  in  this  alley  there  were  leaves  all  about,  not 
like  Texas.  Once  at  Merry  Point  we  had  played  Prisoners'  Base 
at  night,  in  the  lower  yard,  where  there  were  Japanese  quince 
bushes.  It  was  exciting,  different  from  the  day.  You  stood  there 
quiet  until  the  one  who  was  making  the  dare  was  upon  you. 
Or  he  would  take  you  for  a  shadow  sometimes  and  run  into 
you. 

Tom  got  up  and  stamped  out  the  embers,  then  came  back  and 
sat  down  again.  He  spoke  easily,  confidentially,  "Those  fellows'll 
do  a  lot  of  talking  before  they  start  anything." 

I  moved  towards  him.  I  whispered  eagerly,  "Let  'em  get  right 
up  on  us." 

He  nodded.  "That's  it,"  he  said,  "right  up  on  us." 

I  sat  down  beside  him.  Our  shoulders  were  touching.  I  could 
hear  him  breathe.  He  had  slipped  his  pistol  out  of  his  holster 
and  held  it  resting  lightly  on  his  bent  knee.  I  clenched  my  fingers 
on  the  butt  of  my  own  gun.  Tom  was  humming  under  his  breath:. 
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"Hurry  up,  Liza, 
Hurry  up,  Liza  Jane " 

We  could  see  the  massed,  moving  outline  of  the  riders  now, 
could  hear  the  jerk  and  creak  of  saddle  leather  as  they  pulled 
their  horses  up  not  a  hundred  yards  from  where  we  sat. 

A  man  rode  out  a  little  way  from  the  group.  "That  Bill  An- 
drews?" he  asked,  calling  the  name  of  one  of  the  men  who  had 
come  out  earlier  in  the  season  to  try  to  pick  the  cotton.     . 

Tom  got  to  his  feet.  "Andrews  is  over  in  the  wagon  asleep," 
he  said.  "Want  me  to  wake  him  up?" 

"Joe  Flynn?" 

"He's  here  too,"  Tom  said. 

The  leader  wheeled  his  horse  back  into  the  crowd.  "Well,  now, 
boys,"  he  said,  "we  don't  know  who  you  are,  and  we  don't  want 
to  make  you  any  trouble,  but  you  can't  pick  this  cotton,  and 
that's  a  fact.  Better  start  to  town  right  now." 

I  had  got  to  my  feet  and  v/as  standing  shoulder  to  shoulder 
with  Tom.  He  whispered:  "Count  three  before  we  start,  and 
when  we  start  keep  shooting." 

We  ran  headlong  through  the  dark  towards  the  waiting  horse- 
men. My  eyes  were  fixed  on  the  white,  peaked  cap  of  the  man 
on  the  edge  of  the  crowd.  When  I  stumbled  once  and  went 
down,  I  was  afraid  for  a  moment  that  he  would  get  away.  I  was 
not  ten  feet  away  from  him  when  he  broke  and  ran.  His  horse's 
hooves  spattered  my  face  with  moist  earth.  I  stopped  short  and 
looked  about  me.  There  were  only  three  left  and  they,  too,  were 
running. 

It  was  absurdly  like  starting  a  covey  of  birds,  the  whiteness 
and  the  flight  and  the  pounding  of  hooves  as  sudden  as  the  whirr 
of  a  partridge's  wing.  We  stood  and  watched  them  disappear 
into  the  dark.  Tom  broke  out  into  a  great  laugh.  I  laughed,  too. 
Our  laughter  rang  out  over  the  plain.  It  was  as  if  we  were  still 
pursuing  the  flying  horsemen,  until  the  last  hoofbeat  had  died 
away. 
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Tom  turned  to  me  then.  "I  know  those  fellows!"  he  said. 

The  next  morning  we  walked  over  to  the  spot  where  they  had 
halted,  and  guessed  at  the  number  of  men  by  the  hoofprints. 
Twenty  or  thirty  in  the  crowd,  we  thought.  In  one  place,  the 
earth  was  spotted  lightly  with  blood.  Dried  now  and  dusted  with 
sand.  We  walked  round  and  round  studying  the  flecks. 

"He  couldn't  a  been  hurt  much,"  Tom  said. 

I  agreed.  "Naw,  he  couldn't  a  been  hurt  much  or  he  wouldn't 
a  travelled  away  from  here  so  fast." 

We  stayed  out  there  two  weeks.  The  morning  after  the  shoot- 
ing I  stayed  in  camp,  and  Tom  got  on  his  horse  and  rode  over 
to  the  nearest  neighbor's.  A  man  named  Jeffreys.  He  had  eleven 
children  under  sixteen.  That  afternoon  ten  of  them  came  over 
to  pick  cotton.  They  picked  cotton  for  us  all  the  rest  of  the  time 
we  were  there. 

We  got  back  to  town  one  Saturday  afternoon.  We  washed  up, 
and  had  an  early  supper  and  started  down  town.  It  was  an 
afternoon  in  late  November,  rather  mild.  Yellow  leaves  were 
spattering  down  onto  the  trampled  earth  in  front  of  the  livery 
stable.  I  remember  thinking  that  at  home  the  trees  must  have 
been  bare  for  a  long  time.  Tom  and  I  were  standing  around  in 
front  of  the  stables  watching  a  game  of  horseshoes  when  a  man 
named  Savell  rode  up.  He  lingered  on  the  outskirts  of  the  group 
a  moment.  Then  he  came  up  to  Tom  and  asked  if  he  could 
borrow  his  gun  a  few  minutes.  Tom  looked  at  him  curiously. 
"What  you  want  with  my  gun?"  he  asked. 

The  man  laughed.  "They's  a  fellow  down  the  road  here  I 
want  to  shoot,"  he  said. 

"It's  more  likely  to  be  a  cat,"  Tom  said. 

The  man  did  not  answer.  Tom  slipped  his  gun  out  of  its  hol- 
ster and  handed  it  to  him.  I  remember  we  stood  there  and 
watched  him  ride  off  towards  town  before  we  turned  back  into 
the  livery  stable  office.  We  were  sitting  there  playing  Seven  Up 
when  the  sheriff  came.  A  fat  man  named  Faris.  He  was  wheez- 
ing, and  the  rims  showed  all  around  his  pale  blue  eyes.  He  stood 
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there  looking  at  us.  We  went  on  putting  our  cards  down  as  if 
we  didn't  know  he  was  there. 

"Now  look  here,  Rivers,"  he  said,  "why'nt  you  leave  town?" 

Tom  took  my  queen  before  he  looked  up.  "What  I  want  to 
leave  town  for?"  he  asked. 

The  sheriff  took  a  step  down  into  the  room.  "That  fellow  you 
shot  has  got  a  bad  arm,"  he  said,  "and  they're  all  saying  I  ought 
to  do  something."  His  voice  rose  petulantly.  "Why'n't  you  leave 
town?  You  know  I  got  to  arrest  you  if  you  keep  on  hanging 
around." 

Tom  stood  up.  The  cracker  barrel  that  had  been  between  our 
knees  rolled  over,  the  cards  flying  off  onto  the  floor.  "You  going 
to  arrest  me?"  Tom  said. 

The  sheriff*  was  stepping  backwards  out  of  the  office.  "I  depu- 
tize Lew  Allard  and  Billy  Riggin  to  arrest  you,"  he  said  and  was 
gone,  walking  with  his  short,  uneven  steps  around  the  corner  of 
the  livery  stable. 

Tom  stood  there.  He  was  whistling,  then  he  broke  the  sound 
off  short  between  his  teeth.  "Aw,  hell!"  he  said  and  turned  and 
walked  back  into  the  stable.  For  a  few  minutes  we  heard  him 
moving  about  in  one  of  the  stalls,  heard  him  speak  once  to  his 
mare  Barbara.  There  was  the  creak  of  a  girth  being  cinched, 
and  then  he  was  gone,  out  the  back  way  of  the  stable  which 
gave  on  to  another  road. 

I  never  saw  him  again. 
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back  porch  when  Henry  went  into  the  dining  room  to  get  his 
breakfast. 

"Let  him  go,"  Uncle  Fergus  said.  "Joe'll  take  care  of  him." 

"I  know  Joe'll  take  care  of  him  to  the  best  of  his  ability," 
Henry's  mother  said,  "but  suppose  something  else  comes  up. 
Suppose  Sarah  follows  them  down  to  the  creek." 

Uncle  Fergus  laughed.  "Sarah  won't  be  up  to  any  more  didoes 
today,"  he  said.  "Joe  gave  her  a  good  larruping  before  he  came 
up  to  the  house." 

"I  hope  he  did,"  she  said.  "I  hope  he  beat  her  within  an  inch 
of  her  life.  It's  outrageous,  really  it  is." 

Uncle  Fergus  laughed  again.  "Joe  likes  his  mamas  hot,"  he 
said.  "Georgy  was  no  sucking  dove." 

"Georgy  behaved  herself  very  well  while  she  was  on  this  place. 
At  any  rate  she  never  attacked  Joe  with  a  razor.  This  razor 
business  is  really  too  much,  Fergus.  If  I  were  you  I'd  tell  her  to 
leave." 

Henry  got  up  and  went  out  on  the  porch. 

"Mama,"  he  said,  "what's  the  matter  with  Joe  ?" 

"He  had  an  accident,"  she  said.  "Got  a  little  cut  on  his  cheek. 
Darling,  wouldn't  you  just  as  soon  go  fishing  next  Saturday?" 

"I'd  rather  go  today.  Joe  said  we'd  go  today." 

"I  know,  darling,  but  that  was  before  he  got  cut.  He  might 
not  feel  like  going  now." 

"Can  I  go  down  to  the  cabin  and  see  how  he's  feeling?" 

"Oh,  Joe's  all  right,"  Uncle  Fergus  said.  "I  tell  you  it  wasn't 
anything.  Just  barely  laid  the  skin  open." 
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"You  can  go  down  to  the  cabin,"  she  said,  "but  you  mustn't 
go  inside.  And  you  mustn't  stay." 

"Can  I  take  my  lunch  and  go  down  to  the  creek  if  Joe  feels 
like  going  fishing?" 

His  mother  looked  at  Uncle  Fergus. 

"Let  him  go,"  Uncle  Fergus  said.  "It'll  be  a  good  thing  to  get 
Joe  off  the  place  for  the  day." 

"Can  I,  Mama?"  Henry  said. 

"I  suppose  so,  darling.  I  suppose  it'll  be  all  right.  But  don't 
make  Joe  go  unless  he  feels  like  it.  And  don't  hang  around  the 
cabin." 

"No'm,"  Henry  said.  "I  won't." 

He  kissed  his  mother,  then  he  got  the  package  of  lunch  from 
the  refrigerator  and  went  out  the  back  door  and  down  the  path 
to  the  cabin.  It  was  a  pretty  day,  the  kind  you  get  in  August 
sometimes  when  the  drought  breaks,  cool,  but  without  any  wind 
stirring,  and  the  sun  shining  steadily  in  a  bright  sky. 

He  parted  the  strands  of  the  barbed-wire  fence  and  slipped 
through  into  the  field.  He  walked  slowly  across  the  open  ground, 
but  when  he  got  to  the  path  through  the  tall  weeds  he  struck  a 
dog  trot,  and  he  ran  until  he  came  to  the  hollow  where  the  nigger 
cabin  was.  Joe  was  standing  in  the  door  of  the  cabin  looking  out. 
You  couldn't  see  any  blood  on  him  anywhere,  but  he  had  a  long 
strip  of  courtplaster  down  one  side  of  his  cheek  and  a  little  round 
piece  on  his  forehead. 

Henry  stopped  under  the  sycamore  tree. 

"Joe,"  he  said,  "you  want  to  go  fishing?" 

"Yes,"  Joe  said,  "I'd  like  to  go  fishing."  He  stepped  down  from 
the  porch  and  walked  a  little  way  toward  the  sycamore  tree,  then 
stopped.  "I  can't  go  fishing  right  now,  Hinry,"  he  said.  "I  have 
to  stay  round  here  a  while  and  wait  on  Sarah.  She's  feeling 
po'ly." 

"All  right,"  Henry  said.  "I'll  go  dig  some  worms." 

He  picked  up  a  can  and  went  around  the  back  to  the  hen- 
house. The  hen-house  hadn't  been  used  for  so  long  that  it  was  all 
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falling  to  pieces.  The  best  worms  were  there  under  the  fallen 
planks.  He  turned  one  of  the  planks  over  and  began  digging  with 
the  no-handled  spade.  Inside  the  cabin  Joe  walked  to  and  fro. 
Blang — blang — blang !  There  was  one  loose  board  that  flopped 
up  and  down  every  time  he  stepped  on  it.  All  that  walking  around 
was  to  wait  on  Sarah.  But  how  could  he  wait  on  her?  There 
wasn't  anything  in  the  cabin  but  the  pallet  that  Sarah  was  lying 
on  and  a  table  that  Joe  had  made  and  one  chair.  There  was  a 
closet  in  one  corner,  though.  Maybe  they  kept  their  clothes  there. 
Sarah  changed  her  dress  sometimes,  and  Joe  had  some  Sunday 
clothes. 

The  can  was  full  of  worms.  He  put  a  chunk  of  soft  black  dirt 
on  top,  dropped  the  plank  back  in  place,  and  took  the  can  around 
to  the  front  of  the  house.  The  door  was  shut.  Joe  was  sitting  on 
the  steps  that  went  down  to  the  porch,  rolling  a  cigarette.  He 
looked  sick.  Maybe  he  had  lost  too  much  blood.  It  must  be  bad 
to  have  somebody  jumping  at  you  with  a  razor.  A  razor  was  so 
quick.  It  sliced  clean  through  you  before  you  even  knew  you 
were  cut.  Uncle  Fergus  said  Sarah  was  the  worst  little  hell-cat 
he'd  ever  seen,  but  he  didn't  believe  she  meant  to  cut  Joe.  She 
thought  a  lot  of  Joe. 

Joe  finished  rolling  his  cigarette.  "You  want  to  feed  that 
possum?"  he  asked. 

"Yes,"  Henry  said,  "I'll  feed  him." 

Joe  went  in  the  cabin  and  got  a  piece  of  corn  pone.  "You 
crumple  that  in  the  cage,"  he  said.  "That  old  possum's  hungry." 

Henry  took  the  corn  bread  and  threw  it  on  the  floor  of  the 
cage.  "Come  on,  baby,"  he  said.  "Come  on,  now,  and  eat  your 
dinner." 

The  possum  put  his  paw  out  and  flicked  a  crumb  of  bread 
toward  him,  but  he  would  not  eat  while  anybody  was  looking. 
Henry  picked  the  cage  up  and  set  it  down  under  the  sycamore 
tree.  Then  he  went  back  and  sat  down  on  the  porch.  Joe  came 
and  sat  down  beside  him.  He  did  not  say  anything,  though,  and 
he  kept  his  head  turned  as  if  he  were  listening  for  Sarah  to  call 


The  Long  Day  175 

him.  In  a  minute  he  got  up  and  went  into  the  cabin.  Henry 
could  hear  him  talking,  in  a  soft  voice,  to  Sarah,  and  he  could 
hear  Sarah  crying,  not  a  loud  crying  like  a  grown  person's,  but 
a  tiny,  low  moaning,  almost  like  a  little  baby's.  She  must  be 
feeling  pretty  bad  to  be  crying  like  that. 

Joe  came  out  of  the  cabin  and  walked  to  the  end  of  the  porch. 
He  looked  up  at  the  sun.  "It's  long  past  noon,"  he  said. 

"I'm  hungry,"  Henry  said.  "Are  you  hungry,  Joe?" 

"I  could  eat  something,"  Joe  said. 

Henry  got  the  package  of  lunch  and  spread  it  on  the  floor. 
There  was  plenty :  five  ham  sandwiches,  some  potato  salad  in  a 
little  glass  jar,  some  sweet  pickles,  four  devilled  eggs,  four  oat- 
meal cookies,  and  two  big  Elberta  peaches. 

They  ate  two  sandwiches  apiece  and  air  the  potato  salad  and 
eggs;  then  they  started  in  on  the  peaches.  Henry  picked  up  the 
sandwich  that  was  left.  "How  about  Sarah?"  he  asked.  "Doesn't 
she  want  anything  to  eat  ?" 

Joe  shook  his  head.  "She  don't  want  nothin',"  he  said.  "Her 
stomach's  upset."  He  took  out  his  tobacco  pouch.  "If  we  had 
some  coffee  now,"  he  said,  "if  we  had  some  good  hot  coffee  !" 

"I  tell  you,"  Henry  said,  "I'll  go  up  to  the  house  and  get  some. 
Ella  always  sets  the  coffee-pot  back  on  the  stove  after  breakfast. 
I'll  just  slip  in  the  kitchen  an'  get  what's  left." 

"If  Ella's  there  she  won't  let  you,"  Joe  said.  "Ella's  ornery." 

"She'll  be  down  in  her  room  taking  a  nap,"  Henry  said.  "She 
always  takes  a  nap  after  dinner."  He  started  up  the  path. 

"Hinry  .  .  ."  Joe  said. 

Henry  turned  around.  Joe  was  sitting  there  looking  after  him 
as  if  he  wanted  to  ask  him  something.  He  came  back  a  few  steps. 
"What  you  want?"  he  asked.  "You  want  me  to  get  something 
else?" 

"Yo  ma  has  got  some  old  rags  up  at  the  house,  hasn't  she?" 
Joe  said.  "Clean,  white  rags?" 

"Yes,"  Henry  said,  "she's  got  a  whole  drawer  full.  In  the 
entry." 
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"Can  you  get  'em  without  anybody  seein5  you?55  Joe  asked. 

"Yes,55  Henry  said.  "I'll  just  slip  in  the  side  door  and  get  'em." 

He  ran  along  the  path  until  he  got  to  the  place  where  the 
open  ground  began.  He  stopped  there  a  moment,  under  cover 
of  the  weeds.  There  was  no  one  in  sight.  He  slid  through  the 
fence  and  went  softly  up  the  back  steps  and  into  the  kitchen. 

Ella  was  sitting  just  inside  the  door,  with  her  back  to  him, 
shelling  peas.  She  turned  around  when  he  came  in. 

"What  you  want  now?55  she  asked. 

He  walked  over  to  the  stove.  The  coffee-pot  was  in  its  place 
at  the  back.  "Sarah's  sick,5'  he  said.  "Joe  sent  me  up  here  to  get 
her  some  coffee." 

"You  better  not  be  takin'  that  coffee,55  Ella  said.  "Yo5  mama'll 
be  comin5  in  here  wantin5  to  know  what5s  become  of  it.55 

He  set  the  coffee-pot  down  and  looked  at  her.  "Mama  told  me 
I  could  have  that  old  leather  pillow  that  was  on  the  porch  for  a 
haversack,55  he  said.  "You  know  where  it  is?55 

Ella  laughed. 

"I  like  to  know  how  you  goin'  to  use  it  for  a  haversack,55  she 
said.  "It's  got  a  hole  in  it  big  as  my  head.55 

"I  could  fix  it  so  it'd  be  all  right,55  he  said. 

Ella  set  the  pan  of  peas  down  on  the  table.  "How  5m  I  going 
to  know  where  everything  on  this  place  is?55  she  said.  "I  got  all 
I  can  do  to  cook.  I  can't  be  keepin5  up  with  everything  on  this 
place.55  She  took  a  bucket  down  from  the  rack  and  poured  it  half 
full  of  coffee.  "Now  you  bring  this  bucket  back  when  you  get 
through  with  it,55  she  said. 

He  took  the  bucket  and  went  out  on  the  back  porch.  There 
was  no  one  in  the  hall.  His  mother  always  went  upstairs  to  lie 
down  this  time  of  day,  and  Uncle  Fergus  usually  went  to  town. 
He  tiptoed  into  the  back  entry.  Opening  the  top  drawer  of  the 
chest,  he  took  out  a  ragged  shirt  and  a  couple  of  old  napkins, 
then  he  shut  the  drawer  softly  and  tiptoed  through  the  back  door 
and  down  the  steps. 

Joe  was  sitting  on  the  porch,  leaning  forward,  with  his  head 
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in  his  hands.  He  did  not  look  up  or  move.  Henry  thought  he  was 
asleep.  He  waited  until  he  was  right  at  him,  then  he  gave  a  sharp 
whistle.  Joe  opened  his  eyes  and  jumped  as  if  he  had  been 
shot. 

"What's  the  matter  with  you  ?"  he  asked. 

Henry  laughed.  "I  thought  you  were  asleep,"  he  said. 

"I  wasn't  asleep,"  Joe  said,  "and  if  I  was  you  needn't  go 
hootin*  at  me  like  an  owl."  He  stood  up.  "I  bet  you  forgot  the 
sugar." 

"I  sure  did,"  Henry  said.  "I  forgot  all  about  that  sugar."  He 
felt  in  his  pockets.  "Here  are  the  rags,  anyhow,"  he  said. 

Joe  took  them  and  went  into  the  cabin,  shutting  the  door 
behind  him.  In  a  few  minutes  he  came  out  with  a  bag  of  sugar 
and  two  tin  cups.  "It  didn't  make  no  difference,"  he  said.  "Sarah 
had  some  in  the  cupboard." 

They  went  over  and  sat  under  the  sycamore  tree  while  they 
drank  the  coffee.  It  was  hot  and  strong.  There  were  two  cups 
apiece  and  a  little  over.  Henry  poured  what  was  left  into  Joe's 
cup.  "You  drink  that,  Joe,"  he  said.  "I've  had  all  I  want." 

Joe  drained  the  coffee,  then  ate  the  sugar  that  was  in  the 
bottom  of  the  cup.  "That's  good  coffee,"  he  said. 

"Yes,"  Henry  said.  "It  sure  is." 

He  leaned  back  against  the  tree  trunk,  with  his  hands  clasped 
behind  his  neck.  It  was  cool  here  in  the  shade,  but  the  day  had 
turned  out  hot  after  all.  Out  in  the  field  you  could  see  the  heat 
simmering  over  the  tops  of  the  goldenrod.  He  sat  up  suddenly. 
The  goldenrod  in  the  middle  of  the  field  kept  moving. 

"Joe,"  he  said,  "there's  somebody  coming  along  the  path." 

Joe  got  up  and  went  in  the  cabin.  When  he  came  back  he  had 
an  old  seine  and  a  ball  of  twine.  He  sat  down  on  the  steps  and 
began  cutting  off  pieces  of  twine  and  tying  up  broken  places  in 
the  seine.  Henry  went  over  and  sat  down  beside  him. 

"I  bet  that's  Mama,"  he  said. 

Joe  did  not  say  anything. 

Henry  watched  his  mother  come  up  out  of  the  hollow  and 
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start  along  the  path  to  the  cabin.  She  came  a  little  way,  then 
stopped. 

"Why,  Henry!"  she  said.  "I  thought  you  were  down  at  the 
creek." 

Joe  spoke  up.  "We  been  tryin'  to  mend  this  old  seine,"  he 
said,  "but  it  looks  like  we  been  wastin'  our  time.  We  goin'  along 
directly  now." 

She  came  on,  pas{  the  sycamore  tree ;  past  the  possum's  cage. 
"Ella  told  me  Sarah  was  sick,"  she  said.  "I  thought  I'd  better 
see  how  she  was.  What's  the  matter  with  her,  Joe?" 

"Her  stomach's  upset,"  Joe  said. 

She  started  to  step  up  on  the  porch.  "Well,"  she  said,  "I  reckon 
I  better  go  in  and  see  how  she  is." 

Joe  put  the  seine  down.  "You  better  not  go  in  there  now,  Miss 
Mamie,"  he  said.  "Sarah  done  throw  up,  all  over  the  floor.  I 
ain't  got  it  cleaned  up  good  yet." 

She  took  her  foot  down  from  the  step.  "You  better  clean  it  up 
now,"  she  said.  "It'll  be  easier  to  clean  it  up  now  than  later.  I'm 
going  to  send  Sarah  some  phosphate  of  soda.  And  some  clean 
sheets.  Now  you  fix  her  bed  up  nice,  Joe.  You  know  how  to  do 
things  like  that." 

"Yas'm,"  Joe  said.  "I  got  a  cake  of  soap." 

She  looked  at  Henry. 

"You  better  come  on  up  to  the  house  now,"  she  said. 

"Please  let  me  stay,  mama,"  Henry  said.  "Joe  and  I  got  to 
get  this  seine  mended.  We  can't  ever  get  any  minnows  if  we 
don't  get  our  seine  mended." 

She  laid  her  hand  on  his  arm.  "You  come  walk  a  little  way 
with  me,"  she  said. 

They  went  up  over  the  edge  of  the  field.  When  they  came  to 
the  path  through  the  weeds  she  stopped,  still  holding  his  arm. 
"I  don't  mind  you  staying  down  here  with  Joe  if  you  don't  go 
inside  the  cabin,"  she  said.  "Now  you  won't  go  inside  that  cabin  ?" 

Henry  shook  his  head.  "No'm,"  he  said.  "I'll  just  sit  out  here 
in  the  yard  till  we're  ready  to  go." 
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She  let  go  of  his  arm.  "Don't  stay  long,"  she  said.  "And,  Henry, 
don't  be  late  for  supper." 

"No'm,"  Henry  said,  "I  won't." 

He  ran  back  to  the  cabin.  Joe  was  sitting  under  the  sycamore 
tree  by  the  possum's  cage.  The  possum  was  rolled  up  in  a  ball, 
asleep,  with  one  paw  stuck  through  the  broken  place  in  the  bars. 

"Joe,"  Henry  said,  "less  start  now.  Can't  we  start  now  ?" 

Joe  sat  looking  straight  in  front  of  him. 

"I  never  cut  that  woman,"  he  said.  "Before  God,  I  never  cut 
that  woman!" 

"Is  she  cut  ?"  Henry  said.  "Joe,  is  she  cut  ?" 

"She  cut  herself,"  Joe  said,  "tryin'  to  do  me  harm." 

"She  cut  you  too,  Joe,"  Henry  said.  "She  cut  you  first." 

"She  never  meant  to  cut  me,"  Joe  said.  "She  wouldn't  a  cut 
me  for  nothin'  .  .  .  And  now  she's  done  cut  herself." 

"Is  she  cut  bad?"  Henry  said. 

"Naw,"  Joe  said,  "she  ain't  cut  bad."  He  looked  down  at  the 
cage.  "That  old  possum's  going  to  get  away  from  us  if  we  don't 
fix  up  that  cage,"  he  said. 

"I'll  fix  it,"  Henry  said.  "I  know  how  to  fix  it.  Joe,  have  you 
still  got  that  old  axe?" 

"It's  in  there  in  the  cupboard,"  Joe  said. 

He  got  up  and  went  into  the  house.  Henry  sat  where  he  was 
a  minute,  then  he  got  up  too  and  went  over  to  the  hen-house. 
There  was  one  plank  there  that  was  thinner  than  the  others.  He 
thought  he  would  make  a  bar  for  the  cage  out  of  that.  He  picked 
the  plank  up  and  started  back  to  the  sycamore  tree.  As  he  came 
around  the  corner  of  the  house,  Joe  stepped  down  on  the  porch. 

"Joe,"  Henry  said,  "less  go  possum-hunting  one  night  soon." 

Joe  did  not  answer.  He  stood  there  a  second,  then  he  jumped 
off  the  porch  and  ran  toward  the  field.  He  ran,  crouching  like  a 
dog,  until  he  got  to  the  edge  of  the  field.  He  straightened  up  then 
and  dived  into  the  tall  weeds.  The  goldenrod  rippled  where  he 
made  his  way.  Henry  watched  the  yellow  ripple  spread  slowly 
across  the  field.  When  the  whole  field  was  still  he  turned  around. 
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The  cabin  door  was  open.  He  could  see  Sarah  lying  on  a  pallet 
on  the  floor.  The  white  cloths  that  were  about  her  head  and  neck 
were  stained  with  blood.  Her  eyes  were  wide  open.  He  took  one 
look  at  her,  then  he  ran  as  fast  as  he  could  to  the  house. 
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'HE     WALKED     Oil     a     dusty 

country  road.  The  dust  was  hot ;  it  lay  so  thick  on  the  road  that 
her  feet  went  out  of  sight  each  time  they  sank  into  it,  and  as 
each  foot  went  down,  with  a  little  plop,  the  dust  rose,  sometimes 
as  high  as  her  chin,  never  as  high  as  her  head.  Olivia,  walking  on 
the  other  side  of  the  road  raised  the  dust  so  high  that  she  walked 
in  a  cloud.  Olivia  was  eight  years  old.  Son  was  eleven ;  he  walked 
in  front  with  Aunt  Maria. 

Aunt  Maria  walked  fast,  just  ahead  of  the  cloud  of  dust.  Every 
now  and  then  she  turned  round  and  called,  "Hyuh,  you  chillun, 
stop  that!"  But  she  had  not  turned  around  for  a  long  time  now. 

She  had  a  basket  on  her  arm.  It  rattled  as  she  walked.  There 
were  three  tin  buckets  in  it,  and  a  quart  measure.  One  bucket 
was  for  her,  one  for  Olivia,  and  one  for  Son.  The  quart  measure 
was  for  Sally. 

"Put  that  in  for  Sally,"  Aunt  Maria  said  up  at  the  house.  "She 
kin  pick  up  peaches  too." 

Son  had  turned  round  and  looked  at  Sally.  His  eyes  were  very 
bright ;  his  lower  lip  hung  down  until  she  could  see  the  red  part 
next  to  his  teeth. 

"I'm  not  a  nigger,"  she  thought,  "I'm  the  only  one  who's  not 
a  nigger!" 

She  ran  on  ahead  and  opened  the  first  gate  just  as  Aunt  Maria 
got  to  it.  She  let  her  and  Olivia  through,  then  she  waited  for  Sally. 
"I'm  not  a  nigger,"  she  thought  again,  "I'm  not  a  nigger!" 

This  road  they  were  walking  on  ran  from  the  House  to  the 
Old  Place.  There  was  a  row  of  peach  trees  on  one  side  and  a 
pasture  on  the  other.  Son  stopped  every  now  and  then  and  picked 
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up  one  of  the  little  yellow  clings  that  lay  on  the  grass,  bit  it  half 
in  two  and  threw  it  away.  Once  he  handed  Sally  a  peach.  She 
was  about  to  bite  into  it  when  she  looked  up  and  saw  by  his  face 
that  there  was  a  worm  in  it.  She  threw  it  down,  and  walked  on 
beside  Olivia. 

Son  ran  ahead.  His  feet  made  a  snake  in  the  dust.  A  great, 
lalloping  snake  that  went  from  one  side  of  the  road  to  the  other. 
She  and  Olivia  had  to  walk  in  its  coils.  She  hadn't  seen  a  snake 
this  summer.  Last  night,  sitting  on  the  steps  after  supper,  Alec 
asked  Tom:  "How  many  snakes  you  seen  this  summer?" 

"Six,"  Tom  said.  "One  was  up  a  tree." 

Snakes  climbed  trees,  Tom  said,  and  sucked  bird  eggs. 

In  the  spring  Tom  and  Marie,  the  old  cook,  used  to  go  to  the 
woods,  hunting  snakes.  They  took  a  sharp  stick  apiece  and  a 
hoe  and  one  forked  stick  to  bring  the  snakes  home  on.  They 
always  brought  one  home  and  hung  it  on  the  fence  so  it  would 
rain  before  sundown.  It  made  a  yellow  place  on  the  fence ;  you 
couldn't  climb  there. 

The  road  ran  past  the  big  cedar  tree.  The  branches  hung  very 
low.  She  put  her  hand  in  among  them  and  picked  some  berries. 
Even  in  summer  they  looked  as  if  they  were  frosted. 

".  .  .  But  what  will  I  eat?33  asked  the  little  princess.  "Roots 
and  berries ;  do  not  be  afraid,  my  child33  said  the  fairy  god- 
mother. 

An  old  woman  who  lived  alone  in  a  wood  had  a  house  built 
of  peach  stones.  The  king  in  the  Green  Fairy  Book  caught  little 
fish  out  of  the  brook  with  a  golden  hairpin  tied  to  the  end  of  the 
queen's  girdle.  .  .  . 

She  wanted  to  ask  Son  if  he  still  had  the  Green  Fairy  Book. 
She  had  given  it  to  him  last  Sunday  while  he  was  freezing  the 
ice  cream  in  the  back  yard.  The  freezer  stood  in  a  tub  of  water 
under  the  sugar  tree.  Son  sat  beside  it  on  a  sack  of  salt.  His  arm 
went  over  and  down,  over  and  down,  over  and  down.  She  stood 
in  the  doorway  and  watched  him,  then  she  went  over  and  stood 
beside  him. 
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"You  can  have  my  Green  Fairy  Book,  Son,"  she  had  said. 

He  did  not  answer.  She  stuck  the  book  in  his  coat  pocket.  He 
straightened  up  and  it  slid  down,  out  of  sight,  into  the  bottom  of 
his  pocket. 

"Sawney  .  .  .  Sawney  .  .  ."  came  from  the  house.  That  was 
Grandma  calling  Son  "Sawney."  She  said  she  wouldn't  call  no 
nigger  "Son." 

Son  had  got  up  and  walked  around  the  house.  As  he  turned 
the  corner  she  saw  the  book  sticking  sideways  in  his  pocket.  She 
had  not  seen  it  since. 

They  came  to  the  Old  Place.  The  Wilkinses  lived  at  the  Old 
Place  now.  They  were  poor  white  folks.  Son  ran  on  ahead  and 
climbed  the  gate.  Mrs.  Wilkins  was  sitting  on  the  porch  churn- 
ing. When  she  saw  Son  she  stopped  churning  and  came  down 
the  steps.  Aunt  Maria  unfastened  the  gate  and  let  Sally  and 
Olivia  through.  While  she  was  fastening  it  Mrs.  Wilkins  kept 
walking  toward  them.  Aunt  Maria  did  not  look  up  till  she  was 
right  at  her. 

"What  you  come  here  for?"  Mrs.  Wilkins  said. 

"I  come  to  git  some  peaches,"  Aunt  Maria  said  in  a  soft  voice. 

"You  can't  git  no  peaches  here,"  Mrs.  Wilkins  said.  "Them's 
my  peaches." 

Aunt  Maria  kept  her  face  turned  up  to  Mrs.  Wilkins  and 
smiled.  "Naw,  they  ain't  youah  peaches,"  she  said.  "They's  Miss 
Molly  and  Mistuh  Ed's  peaches." 

Mrs.  Wilkins  looked  away  from  Aunt  Maria  out  to  the  garden. 

"I  wisht  I'd  picked  'em  yestiddy,"  she  said.  "I  was  just  lettin' 
'em  sun  one  more  day.  I  was  just  lettin'  'em  sun  one  more  day." 

She  turned  and  walked  back  to  the  house.  When  she  was  half- 
way there  she  turned  around.  "Miss  Molly  Murray  and  Mistuh 
Ed  Murray  is  low-down  dawgs,"  she  called,  "low-down  dawgs." 
Her  mouth  worked;  up  and  down  first,  then  from  side  to  side. 
She  put  her  hand  up  to  it  and  called  through  her  fingers:  "They 
ain't  nothin'  but  low-down  dawgs." 

Aunt  Maria  was  still  smiling.  "They  may  be  dawgs,"  she  called 
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back,  "they  may  be  dawgs,  but  they  laks  peaches.  Come  on, 
chillun,  pick  'em  up." 

They  went  on  into  the  garden.  Son  was  already  there,  picking 
up  peaches. 

"Hyuh,  Sally,"  Aunt  Maria  said,  "hyuh's  youah  quaht  meas- 
uah." 

Sally  took  it  and  bent  over,  brushing  the  weeds  with  her  fin- 
ger tips.  She  didn't  pick  up  any  peaches.  She  didn't  want  any 
peaches. 


The  Black  Horse  stepped  slowly  through  the  gate,  shaking  each 
foot  a  little  before  he  put  it  down.  He  did  not  want  to  come. 
She  had  to  get  down  and  lift  the  chain  back  on  the  nail  herself. 
When  he  did  not  want  to  go  into  a  place  he  wouldn't  fool  with 
gates. 

"We'll  stop  in  the  branch  a  long  time,"  she  told  him. 

They  moved  forward,  through  sunshine.  It  fell  on  his  mane, 
turning  some  of  the  hairs  red,  then  slid  along  his  neck,  past  his 
shoulders,  and  on  over  her  leg.  She  turned  in  the  saddle  and 
watched  it  slide  off  his  rump.  They  were  in  the  wood. 

This  was  an  old  road  they  were  on,  an  old  wagon  road.  The 
ruts  on  either  side  were  very  deep ;  grass  grew  thick  in  them,  and 
there  was  a  high,  grass-grown  peak  in  the  middle.  He  would  not 
walk  in  the  ruts.  He  walked  on  the  peak,  crumbling  it  down  with 
his  hooves.  Looking  back  she  could  see  where  he  had  stepped ; 
black  earth  showed  through  green  half-circles  of  crushed  grass. 
She  pulled  him  up  to  the  path  which  ran  above  the  road ;  she 
did  not  want  to  leave  any  tracks  in  the  wood.  "Chh-chh,"  she 
said  to  him,  then  held  her  breath  until  the  sound  had  died 
away. 

Not  far  from  where  the  sunshine  stopped,  a  big  pokeberry  bush 
grew  out  in  the  path.  This  was  the  place,  she  thought.  She  pulled 
him  to  the  right,  hard.  They  slipped  past  the  bush,  into  the 
deep  wood. 

The  trees  grew  very  close  together,  so  close  together  that  he 
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could  hardly  get  through.  "Chh-chh,"  she  said  to  him  again.  But 
he  was  mad,  and  stopped,  throwing  his  head  back  sharply.  She 
bent  forward  and  locked  her  arms  about  his  neck.  "You  lead  the 
way,"  she  said. 

He  stepped  on  faster.  She  shut  her  eyes  and  lay  close  on  his 
neck.  Every  now  and  then  branches  brushed  her  face,  but  they 
did  not  hurt.  She  let  her  hands  fall  loose  against  his  sides.  Once 
she  felt  cool  leaves  on  her  hands  and  closed  her  fingers  on  them, 
tearing  them  along  with  her.  She  lay  closer,  making  herself  still 
more  a  part  of  the  horse. 

"I  can  go  anywhere  he  goes,"  she  thought. 

He  stopped  short.  She  opened  her  eyes  and  sat  up.  There  was 
a  tree  on  either  side  of  her:  his  shoulders  were  wedged  between 
them.  She  turned  and  looked  all  around  her,  but  she  could  not 
see  any  way  of  getting  up  again  if  she  got  down.  She  pulled  back 
hard  on  the  reins  and  called  to  him  in  a  deep  voice :  uHyuh,  Boy 
.  .  .  Hyuh,  Boy  ..."  Slowly  he  came  free  of  the  trees  and 
made  his  way  around  them. 

A  little  farther  on  they  passed  a  log.  It  had  been  cut  a  long 
time;  the  ends  were  quite  gray  and  covered  with  dead,  gray- 
green  moss.  "Nobody  has  been  here  in  a  long  time,"  she  thought. 
"Nobody." 

Beyond  the  log  there  was  an  open  place  in  the  road.  A  patch 
of  may-apples  grew  there.  She  could  see  some  green  apples  in 
the  crotch  of  one  of  the  plants,  just  under  the  leaves :  it  was  time 
for  them  to  be  ripe,  she  thought. 

She  slipped  down  from  the  horse  and  slung  the  reins  over  her 
arm.  Then  she  bent  over,  lifting  first  one  leaf  and  then  another, 
until  she  found  two  yellow  apples.  She  ate  them  sitting  on  the 
log.  They  were  sweeter  than  usual,  and  cool.  She  ate  them  all, 
down  to  the  white  fibres  around  the  little  bitter  seeds.  She  liked 
that  part  best  of  all,  and  she  liked  to  suck  the  slick  seeds. 

The  horse  stood  browsing  the  air  while  she  ate.  She  offered 
him  a  may-apple  leaf;  he  snuffed  it  between  his  lips  and  let  it 
fall.  She  looked  about,  but  she  could  not  find  anything  for  him 
to  eat.  There  was  not  any  grass  in  the  wood. 
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She  got  up  and  walked  on,  the  reins  still  slung  over  her  arm. 
He  walked  so  close  behind  her  that  his  nose  touched  her  back. 
He  poked  his  nose  between  her  side  and  her  arm  and  snuffed  her 
middy  blouse  between  his  lips.  "Quit  that !"  she  said.  "Quit  that ! 
You  tickle."  She  had  not  meant  to  speak  out  loud  like  that.  It 
seemed  funny  to  hear  her  voice  sounding  out  in  the  middle  of 
the  wood.  She  could  hear  it  a  long  time  after  she  had  stopped 
speaking. 

She  walked  on,  stepping  as  softly  as  she  could,  so  that  the 
leaves  wouldn't  rustle.  At  the  foot  of  a  big  oak  there  was  a  lot 
of  thick  moss,  bright  green,  with  tiny,  tiny  yellow  flowers  grow- 
ing out  of  it.  Close  to  the  tree  the  moss  was  crushed  down  as  if 
somebody  had  been  sitting  there — and  a  little  way  off  something 
bright  and  shining  lay  on  the  ground.  She  walked  over  and  looked 
at  it.  It  looked  like  half  of  an  earring,  a  golden  earring.  .  .  . 

"A  gypsy  has  been  here/3  she  thought,  "a  gypsy." 

She  saw  the  gypsy  woman  going  through  the  wood — a  dark 
woman  with  a  crimson  scarf  bound  tightly  about  her  head,  and 
two  round  golden  earrings  as  big  as  saucers,  swinging  out  from 
the  scarf  as  she  walked. 

The  wood  was  thicker  here.  The  branches  of  the  trees  came 
down  very  low.  They  scraped  against  the  saddle,  and  made  a 
sound  like  a  tree  creaking  in  the  wind.  She  did  not  like  to  hear  it. 
She  tried  to  go  faster,  pulling  the  horse  this  way  and  that,  getting 
nowhere.  Finally  she  stopped. 

"We  got  to  quit  this,"  she  whispered  to  him. 

She  drew  a  branch  down  and  tied  the  reins  to  it  and  went 
forward  alone. 

Ahead  it  grew  darker  .  .  .  The  leaves  of  a  half-fallen  tree, 
drooping,  made  a  green  house  .  .  .  There  was  a  rustle  in  the 
leaves  on  her  right.  She  started  and  stood  still.  In  the  gloom 
beneath  the  branches  a  little  owl  squatted.  Its  feathers  were 
ruffled  in  fright,  its  eyes  shone  golden  in  the  gloom.  It  stared  at 
her  a  moment  out  of  its  great  eyes,  then  scuttled  away  among 
the  leaves.  She  watched  until  it  was  out  of  sight,  then  she  turned 
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and  made  her  way  back  through  the  trees  to  where  the  horse 
stood. 

3 

They  were  driving  to  Ellengowan.  Tom  sat  on  the  right-hand 
side  and  drove.  He  sat  halfway  out  of  the  buggy,  with  one  foot 
on  the  step.  Every  now  and  then  he  leaned  out  between  the 
wheels  and  cracked  the  whip  on  Sandy's  legs. 

"Git  up  there!"  he  yelled.  "Git  up  there!" 

Sally  sat  in  the  middle.  Alec  sat  on  the  other  side,  putting  on 
his  shoes.  Then  he  leaned  over,  his  elbows  stuck  into  her  ribs. 

"You  quit  that !"  she  told  him.  "I  ain't  goin'  to  have  you  hittin' 
me  in  the  ribs." 

He  raised  his  face  up  until  it  was  on  a  level  with  hers.  "Ain't 
you?"  he  said.  "Ain't  you?  You  ain't?  Ain't  you?  What  you 
goin'  to  do  with  'em  then?" 

Tom  looked  down  and  smiled.  "Take  'em  home,"  he  said. 
"Take  'em  home.  That's  what  she  ought  to  do."  He  pulled  back 
on  the  lines.  Sandy  stopped  still.  "You  want  to  go  home?"  Tom 
asked.  "You  want  to  go  home?" 

She  would  not  look  at  him.  She  looked  straight  ahead,  to  where 
the  road  turned.  There  was  going  to  be  ice  cream,  she  knew.  She 
had  seen  Jim  put  the  two-gallon  freezer  in  the  back  of  the  buggy 
yesterday  morning. 

"Naw,"  she  said,  "I'm  not  goin'  homet" 

Alec  straightened  up.  "Aw,  gawn,"  he  said.  "Everybody'll  git 
there  before  us." 

Tom  stood  up  in  the  buggy  and  waved  the  whip  over  his 
head.  "Aaaaaah-yi-yi-yi-yi!"  he  shouted.  "Gimme  room.  I'm 
snaggle-toothed  and  double-jinted.  Gimme  room." 

Sandy  leaped  forward,  so  suddenly  that  Alec  and  Sally  fell 
into  the  bottom  of  the  buggy.  Tom  held  onto  the  lines  and  kept 
his  feet.  "Aaaah-yi-yi!"  he  shouted  again.  "Got  to  git  there 
'fore  sundown." 

Alec  leaned  back  and  put  his  feet  on  the  dashboard. 
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"One  thing,"  he  said,  "I'm  not  goin'  to  speak  to  Aunt  Silvy 
today." 

"You  better,"  Tom  told  him.  "She'll  put  something  on  you." 

"She  can't  put  nothin'  on  me.  She  ain't  nothin'  but  an  old 
nigger  woman." 

Tom  sat  down.  "She's  a  hundred  and  fifty  years  old,"  he  said. 
"Ain't  many  people  a  hundred  and  fifty  years  old." 

"She  doesn't  eat  little  niggers,  does  she?"  Sally  asked. 

Tom  laughed.  "And  white  chillun  too  if  she  can  git  'em.  She 
likes  blood  and  plenty  of  it.  That's  what  makes  her  so  strong." 

"Well,  I  ain't  goin'  to  have  nothin'  to  do  with  her,"  Alec  said. 
"Last  time  I  was  in  there  she  nearly  pulled  my  arm  off." 

"Don't  let  her  fool  you,"  Tom  said.  "She's  strong.  She's  strong 
as  ten  nigger  men." 

Sally  kept  her  eyes  fixed  ahead.  Between  Sandy's  ears  she  could 
see  the  sunshine  dancing  up  and  down  the  way  it  does  when  it 
is  very  hot.  She  looked  down  and  saw  white  streaks  on  the  crup- 
per. "You  better  not  sweat  this  horse,"  she  said. 

Tom  laughed  again.  "Once  when  Aunt  Silvy  was  'bout  a 
hundred  she  went  out  and  married  her  a  young  nigger  to  chop 
her  stove  wood  for  her,  and  that  nigger  couldn't  git  'way  from 
her  no  way.  When  she  laid  down  to  sleep  at  night  she  held  onto 
him  with  her  little  finger  and  he  couldn't  git  loose  from  her 
whichever  way  he  tried." 

They  whirled  through  the  gate  and  up  the  drive  and  came 
to  a  halt  with  Sandy's  nose  within  an  inch  of  the  first  ring  in 
the  hitching  rack.  Sally  got  out  slowly.  One  of  her  legs  had  gone 
to  sleep.  When  she  put  her  foot  down  it  felt  like  a  big  swollen 
pin-cushion  with  all  the  pins  and  needles  running  into  each  other. 
She  stood  on  the  foot  that  was  awake,  barely  touching  the  other 
to  the  ground.  The  dust  that  the  buggy  wheels  had  raised  eddied 
about  her.  When  she  took  a  breath  she  could  feel  it,  warm  and 
gritty  in  her  nostrils. 

Tom  unhooked  one  of  the  lines  and  snapped  it  on  the  ring. 
Then  he  turned  and  gave  her  a  slow  smile.  "You  better  go  see 
Aunt  Silvy,"  he  said. 
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He  and  Alec  walked  away  across  the  grass. 

She  stood,  resting  her  weight  on  the  foot  that  had  been  asleep 
until  the  pins  and  needles  were  gone,  then  she  started  towards 
the  house. 

Cousin  Alice  came  to  meet  her,  smiling.  "I'm  so  glad  to  see 
you,  honey,"  she  said.  "Come  on  in  the  house."  She  stopped  and 
looked  down,  still  smiling.  "Maybe  you'd  better  run  out  to  the 
cabin  and  tell  Mammy  'howdy5  now,"  she  said.  "The  other 
little  girls  are  there." 

Sally  turned  and  walked  slowly  round  the  house.  Virginia  and 
Ellen  and  Alice  were  just  coming  out  of  the  cabin  yard.  "Come 
on,"  she  called  them,  "less  go  tell  Aunt  Silvy  'howdy.'  •" 

Ellen  and  Alice  looked  at  Virginia.  Virginia  smiled  and  shook 
her  head.  "We've  been,"  she  said.  "We'll  wait  for  you  here  under 
this  tree." 

Sally  walked  on  to  the  cabin  alone.  She  could  see  it  shining 
through  the  palings  of  the  fence.  It  was  very  white.  The  fence 
posts  were  white  too,  and  even  the  stones  that  were  around  the 
flower  beds  had  a  coat  of  whitewash.  On  the  porch  Lily  May, 
Aunt  Silvy's  granddaughter,  sat  rocking. 

"Howdy,  Sally,"  she  said.  "How  you?" 

"I'm  all  right,"  Sally  said. 

She  stepped  up  on  the  porch.  Lily  May  stopped  rocking. 

"You  come  to  see  Mammy?"  she  asked.  "She  ain't  feeling  so 
well  to-day.  She  inside." 

Sally  stepped  over  the  threshold  and  down,  into  the  dark  cabin. 
It  was  so  dark  inside  that  at  first  she  could  not  see  anything. 
She  stood  in  the  middle  of  the  floor,  waiting,  until  a  voice 
said: 

"Who  dat?" 

"It's  Sally  Ellis,"  she  said. 

In  the  far  corner  white  eyeballs  gleamed.  She  moved  towards 
them  slowly. 

"Whyn't  you  come  heah  and  shake  hands  with  me?  Wheah 
youah  mannahs?" 

She  put  out  her  hand.  The  hand  that  closed  on  hers  felt  cold, 
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cold  and  brittle  like  a  bird's  claw  that  had  fastened  on  her  fin- 
gers once. 

.,  .  .  Don't  let  her  fool  you.  She's  strong.  She's  strong  as  ten 
nigger  men. 

The  bird-claw  hand  drew  her  forward  until  she  rested  on  her 
knees.  She  struggled,  sank  to  the  floor.  The  dark  face  bent  over, 
almost  touching  hers.  The  breath  that  fell  on  her  was  hot  and 
dry.  On  top  of  the  smell  of  nigger  there  was  another  smell,  faint, 
sickish,  yet  strong  too,  like  new  saddle  leather. 

"It's  blood/'  she  thought.  "Blood.  She  eats  blood." 

"Sally  Ellis,"  she  whispered. 

"Sally  Ellis?  Who  Sally  Ellis?" 

She  closed  her  eyes. 

"It's  Miss  Ellen's  little  gal,  Mammy.  Don't  you  'member  Miss 
Ellen,  Miss  Molly's  daughter?" 

She  opened  her  eyes.  Lily  May  stood  in  the  doorway,  smiling. 
She  held  up  a  finger  and  beckoned.  "You  bettuh  run  'long  to  the 
house,"  she  said.  "Them  boys'll  eat  up  all  that  ice  cream." 

Sally  got  to  her  feet,  and  walked  out  of  the  cabin.  She  walked 
slowly  until  she  came  to  the  rosebush  that  stood  halfway  between 
the  cabin  and  the  house.  When  she  got  there  she  broke  into  a 
run,  and  she  ran  as  fast  as  she  could  until  she  got  to  the  house. 


When  Tom  got  to  the  top  of  the  Ellengowan  hill  he  stopped 
and  turned  around. 

"What  are  you  coming  for?"  he  asked. 

"Mama  said  I  could  come,"  she  answered. 

He  walked  on  a  little  way,  then  he  turned  around  again.  "What 
are  you  always  goin'  around  with  boys  for?  You're  the  only  girl 
I  ever  saw  liked  to  go  around  with  boys  all  the  time.  Looks  like 
you'd  want  to  go  round  with  girls  some  time." 

"There  isn't  anybody  at  the  house  except  Aunt  Maria,"  she 
said. 
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"Well,  why  don't  you  stay  with  her?  There  ain't  anybody  at 
Ellengowan.  There  ain't  goin'  to  be  anybody  there  but  Robert. 
Looks  like  you  wouldn't  want  to  be  goin'  round  with  two  boys." 

"I  can  stay  in  the  parlor  and  play  the  pianola." 

"How'll  you  know  when  I'm  ready  to  go  home?  I  can't  be 
comin'  and  tellin'  you  when  I'm  ready  to  go  home." 

She  did  not  answer,  and  he  went  on  down  the  hill.  There  was 
always  a  big  mud  puddle  at  the  bottom  of  the  hill.  To-day  it 
spread  across  the  whole  road.  When  Tom  got  to  it  he  stood  on 
the  edge  and  swung  his  arms  and  jumped  over  it  flat-footed.  He 
had  on  his  shoes  and  stockings  and  his  long  pants ;  he  couldn't 
wade  in  the  puddle.  But  she  was  barefooted,  so  she  stopped  and 
waded.  The  water  was  a  little  bit  cool  and  there  was  a  lot  of 
soft  mud  at  the  bottom.  She  scooped  some  of  it  up  and  plastered 
it  on  her  legs.  Her  hand  stuck  against  something  sharp  in  the 
mud ;  when  she  took  it  up  one  of  her  fingers  was  bleeding.  She 
couldn't  see  the  cut  very  well  for  the  mud.  She  was  washing  it 
off  when  she  knew  that  Tom  had  come  back.  She  looked  up. 
He  was  standing  a  little  way  down  the  road  looking  at  her. 

"Whyn't  you  come  on  if  you  comin'  ?"  he  said. 

"I  cut  my  hand,"  she  told  him. 

"Had  to  go  and  cut  your  hand,"  he  said. 

Her  finger  was  hurting  her  bad  now.  She  forgot  all  about 
wanting  to  go  and  not  making  him  mad.  "Oh,  shut  up,  you  old 
fool!"  she  said. 

Tom  walked  over  and  stood  on  the  edge  of  the  mud  puddle 
and  looked  at  her  hard.  "He  who  calleth  his  neighbour  a  fool 
is  in  danger  of  hell  fire,"  he  said.  "She  who  calleth  her  brother  a 
fool  is  in  danger  of  hell  fire." 

"I  never  called  you  a  fool,"  she  said.  "I  called  you  a  crool." 

"What's  a  crool?"  he  asked.  "What's  a  crool?  Who  ever  heard 
of  a  crool?" 

She  did  not  say  anything.  Her  finger  wasn't  hurting  so  bad 
now.  She  wrapped  it  up  in  her  skirt  and  held  onto  it,  tight. 

They  walked  along  the  road.  "Hell  fire,"  Tom  kept  saying. 


192  The  Forest  of  the  South 

"Hell  fire.  Hell  fire.  Hell  fire.  Hell  fire.  Hell  fire.  Hell  fire. 
Hell  fire.  Hell  fire.  Hell  .  .  .  Here  comes  Robert." 

Robert  came  around  the  bend  in  the  road,  riding  the  sorrel 
mare,  Nina.  He  was  digging  his  heels  in  her  side  every  now  and 
then  to  make  her  cut  up.  When  he  got  almost  to  Tom  and  Sally 
he  dug  his  heels  way  in  and  made  her  rear  up  on  her  hind  legs. 
Then  just  as  she  came  down  he  reached  in  his  pocket  and  took 
out  a  cigarette. 

Tom  sat  down  on  the  side  of  the  road  and  began  whittling  on 
a  stick  he  carried.  She  sat  down  beside  him. 

"Vergil  Stokes  was  coming  along  the  road  in  front  of  me  all 
the  way  home,"  Robert  said. 

"Why  didn't  you  give  him  a  ride?"  Tom  asked. 

Robert  laughed.  "Yes,  I  would!" 

Tom  looked  at  Sally.  "Whyn't  you  go  down  the  road  a  piece 
and  pick  some  blackberries  ?"  he  asked. 

She  got  up  and  moved  down  the  road.  She  wished  Tom  would 
not  speak  to  her  like  that  in  front  of  Robert.  She  got  up  and 
went  away  because  she  was  afraid  he  would  say  something  else 
if  she  stayed.  He  might  begin  saying  "Hell  fire"  again.  When 
she  thought  of  him  saying  "Hell  fire"  like  that  her  stomach  hurt. 

There  was  a  blackberry  bush  a  little  way  down  the  road.  She 
stopped  and  picked  some  blackberries.  Then  she  sat  down  and 
ate  them. 

"What  did  they  do?"  she  heard  Tom  ask. 

Robert  turned  sideways  in  his  saddle  and  puffed  on  his  ciga- 
rette. "Aw,  it  wasn't  anything,"  he  said.  "Cousin  Jim  went  with 
me,  but  he  didn't  need  to  go.  When  they  called  my  name  I  just 
went  up  and  stood  in  front  of  the  judge  and  they  asked  me 
some  questions.  .  .  ." 

There  were  some  more  blackberry  bushes  a  little  farther  down 
the  road,  a  whole  clump  of  bushes  growing  in  the  shadow  of  a 
wild  cherry  tree.  They  were  great  big  berries,  and  very  sweet. 
You  didn't  often  find  blackberries  growing  in  the  shade,  but 
when  you  did  they  were  the  best  of  all.  She  cupped  one  hand 
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to  receive  them,  gathered  until  it  was  full,  then  ate  them  one 
by  one. 

Up  the  road  Tom  and  Robert  were  still  talking : 

"Mr.  Evans  asked  me  if  I  knew  Ada  Peters  and  I  said  yes, 
and  then  asked  me  if  I  knew  anything  against  her  character  ..." 

Robert  was  smaller  than  Tom,  but  he  was  two  years  older. 
He  was  seventeen  in  February ;  Tom  was  just  sixteen  this  June. 
She  lay  on  her  back  and  looked  up  into  the  branches  of  the  cherry 
tree.  She  could  not  feel  any  breeze  at  all,  but  the  leaves  kept 
moving  a  little  bit  all  the  time.  She  could  see  the  blue  sky  through 
the  leaves  and  the  sun  sent  little  needles  of  light  through  into  her 
eyes.  You  couldn't  look  deep  into  cherry  tree  leaves  the  way  you 
could  into  sugar  tree  leaves.  When  you  lay  on  your  back  and 
looked  up  into  the  leaves  of  the  big  sugar  tree  at  the  House  you 
couldn't  see  any  light  at  all,  nothing  but  green  leaves.  Sugar  tree 
leaves  were  the  best  of  all. 

There  was  a  whish  of  wings  in  front  of  her.  She  sat  up  quickly. 
A  red  bird  flew  past  her  and  came  to  rest,  swaying,  on  one  of 
the  top  branches  of  a  little  locust  tree  across  the  road.  She  shut 
her  eyes. 

"I  wish  Ellen  and  Alice  would  come  this  summer.  I  wish  Ellen 
and  Alice  would  come  this  summer.  I  wish  Ellen  and  Alice  would 
come  this  summer." 

She  opened  her  eyes.  The  red  bird  was  still  swaying  on  the 
locust  branch.  He  kept  looking  at  her.  Each  time  he  turned  his 
head  she  could  see  his  eyes  shine  in  the  sun. 

She  watched  him  a  long  time,  then  she  got  up  and  walked 
back  along  the  road. 

Robert  had  got  off  his  horse  and  was  sitting  on  the  bank  by 
Tom. 

".  .  .  And  then  Mr.  Taylor  said,  Tm  sure  Your  Honour  is 
convinced  that  this  innocent  lad  had  nothing  to  do  with  this 
affair.'  And  then  I  sat  down." 

"Was  Ada  there?"  Tom  asked. 

"Yeah,  she  was  there  with  the  baby,  and  Mrs.  Peters  was  there, 
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but  Mr.  Peters  wasn't.  Ada  stood  up  with  the  baby  and, they 
asked  her  a  lot  of  questions,  and  then  they  got  Vergil  Stokes  up 
there  and  they  talked  at  him  a  long  time  ..." 

"What  did  Vergil  Stokes  say?"  Tom  asked.  "What  did  he  say?" 

"He  said  it  was  him  all  right.  And  then  the  judge  asked  him 
if  he  didn't  know  it  was  a  very  serious  thing  to  violate  the  age 
of  consent,  and  he  said  he  didn't  know  there  was  any  such 
thing." 

Tom  laughed  until  you  could  hear  the  echo  in  the  wood. 

"I'll  bet  he'll  know  what  the  age  of  consent  is  next  time,"  he 
said. 

"I  bet  he  will,"  Robert  said. 

Tom  threw  back  his  head  and  laughed  again. 

"Yeah,"  he  said.  "He'll  know  what  it  is  next  time." 

"He'll  know  what  it  is  next  time  all  right,"  Robert  said. 

She  walked  back  up  the  road  and  stopped  in  front  of  them. 

"Gome  on,"  she  said,  "less  go." 

Tom  looked  cross.  "Whyn't  you  go  on  home?"  he  said. 
"Whyn't  you  go  on  home  now?  We'll  go  a  piece  with  you." 

"I  don't  want  you  to  go  with  me,"  she  said,  and  left  them 
and  walked  back  toward  the  House. 

The  road  was  hot  and  burnt  her  feet.  She  walked  fast,  bring- 
ing the  dust  up  around  her  in  a  cloud. 

"But  where  will  we  go?"  asked  the  Little  Princess. 

"We  will  ride  on  this  cloud,"  said  the  Fairy  Godmother,  "to 
my  crystal  palace  in  the  wood.  There  is  a  gold  crown  laid  out 
on  the  bed  for  you  there,  and  silver  slippers,  and  a  veil  of  silver 
tissue,  embroidered  with  the  sun  and  the  moon  and  the  stars  .  .  . 
the  sun  .  .  .  and  the  moon  .  .  .  and  the  stars  .  .  ." 
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ack  and  Ellen  had  been 
living  at  the  hill  farm  a  little  over  a  year  when  a  strange  man 
came  up  the  path  one  morning,  a  well-set-up  young  man  with 
blue  eyes  in  a  wind-burned  country  face.  He  and  Jack  talked 
together  a  few  minutes  on  the  porch,  then  they  stepped  down 
on  the  path  and  walked  slowly  over  the  lawn  and  out  to  the  brow 
of  the  hill.  They  stood  there  a  while,  talking,  gesticulating  occa- 
sionally toward  the  green  wooded  hill  that  rose  up  sharply  from 
the  river  bottom  just  opposite  the  Cromlie  house.  Ellen  watched 
the  two  figures  poised  there  against  the  bright  sky  and  thought 
that  they  seemed  to  belong  to  the  landscape:  Jack,  slouching 
and  relaxed  in  his  old  corduroys  and  the  sweater  that  was  already 
weathering  to  the  color  of  the  hillside ;  the  young  countryman, 
more  composed,  erect  except  for  the  stoop  of  the  shoulders  that 
she  had  come  to  recognize  as  the  mark  of  a  teamster. 

When  Jack  came  back  he  said  that  the  man  had  made  him  a 
proposition :  he  wanted  to  go  through  the  woods  and  get  i:he 
fallen  trees  and  the  trees  that  were  dying  out  "on  shares."  He 
would  saw  them  up  into  the  right  lengths  for  stove  and  fireplace, 
giving  the  Cromlies  a  half  of  all  the  wood  he  handled  and  selling 
his  own  share  in  Gloversville. 

"He  wants  to  rent  the  old  cabin  too,"  Jack  said.  "He's  going 
to  give  me  five  dollars  a  month  for  it." 

"Hadn't  you  better  "find  out  something  about  hini  first?" 
Ellen  asked,  and  then  pretended  that  she  hadn't  spoken,  seeing 
by  Jack's  face  that  the  trade  was  already  made. 

"Powers,"  she  said,  musing,  "Powers.  That's  a  good  country 
name.  I  reckon  he's  all  right." 

*95 
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At  lunch  they  were  very  gay,  saying  that  now  they  had  a 
settled  income  from  the  place.  "Sixty  dollars  a  year  for  that  old 
cabin,"  Jack  said,  "and  without  turning  your  hand  over  to  get 
it.  That's  not  bad." 

"It'll  pay  the  milk  bill,"  Ellen  said 

Early  in  the  afternoon  Mr.  Powers's  little  dun-colored  mules 
drew  up  before  the  cabin  that  was  set  in  the  hollow  just  below 
the  Cromlie  house.  Mrs.  Powers  sat  beside  Mr.  Powers  on  the 
driver's  seat,  holding  a  child  in  her  lap.  Their  household  goods 
were  stacked  behind  them  in  the  rickety  wagon.  Ellen,  in  the 
swing  with  Lucy,  watched  them  unloading.  There  was  not  much 
to  carry  into  the  house.  A  little,  rusty  stove,  a  bed,  a  roll  of  quilts 
and  blankets,  and  a  bushel  basket  heaped  with  pots  and  pans 
and  skillets. 

Lucy  pulled  at  her  mother's  arm.  "Where  does  the  baby 
sleep?"  she  asked.  "Mama,  where  does  the  baby  sleep?" 

Ellen  was  thinking  of  some  plates,  flowered  plates  with  gold 
rims  that  she  never  used.  There  were  two  or  three  tablecloths, 
too,  that  didn't  fit  either  the  dining-table  or  the  small  table  in 
the  window  nook.  "I  have  no  idea,"  she  said  absently. 

She  decided  that  she  would  not  offer  the  plates  or  the  table- 
cloths to  Mrs.  Powers,  not  just  yet  anyhow.  They  all  said  it  was 
better  not  to  start  off  being  too  intimate  with  your  tenants.  Aunt 
Molly  was  always  having  trouble  with  hers.  Tom  Potter  had 
actually  stolen  three  loads  of  tobacco  out  of  her  barn.  Took  them 
to  a  loose  floor  in  Springfield  and  sold  them  as  his  own  crop  and 
never  gave  her  any  account  of  them.  Cousin  Sarah  thought  that 
Aunt  Molly  had  started  Potter  off  on  the  wrong  track  by  being 
too  kind  to  him.  "I'm  going  to  be  Christian.  I  hope  I'll  always 
be  Christian  to  people,  but  I'm  going  to  stand  on  my  dignity. 
I  believe  it  pays,  with  tenants." 

At  three  o'clock  Ellen  and  Lucy  took  a  basket  of  butter  beans 
out  under  the  trees  to  shell.  They  had  not  been  sitting  there  long 
before  Mrs.  Foster  came  toiling  up- the  path,  leaning  on  her  black- 
thorn stick.  Ellen  brought  a  chair  for  her  and  then  went  into 
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the  kitchen  and  fixed  a  tray  with  a  plate  of  ginger  cookies  for 
Lucy  and  a  decanter  of  blackberry  wine  for  Mrs.  Foster  and  her- 
self. They  sat  there  all  afternoon  talking  and  drinking  their  wine 
and  looking  out  over  the  valley  that  was  already  beginning  to 
shimmer  with  blue  haze.  It  was  five  o'clock  when  Mrs.  Foster 
moved  nearer  to  Ellen  and  laid  her  hand  on  her  knee.  Her  eyes 
were  sparkling  and  her  mouth  made  a  straight  line  across  her 
tanned  face.  "I  told  Ed  I  was  just  coming  up  here  and  see  you 
myself,"  she  said.  "I  told  him  you  was  new  people  here  and  it 
wasn't  reasonable  to  expect  you  to  know  everybody  in  the 
country  .  .  ." 

Ellen  had  been  looking  at  the  fields  on  the  other  side  of  the 
river,  thinking  that  it  was  strange  that  one  patch  of  ground 
should  be  in  deep  shade  and  the  one  adjoining  it  in  brilliant  sun- 
shine. She  raised  her  eyes  to  the  horizon  now  and  saw  that  it  was 
filled  with  thick,  scudding  white  clouds. 

"It's  something  about  our  new  tenant,"  she  said. 

She  was  waiting  at  the  gate  when  Jack  came  home  that  night. 

"Do  you  know  who  our  new  tenant  is?"  she  cried.  "Do  you 
know  who  he  is?" 

Jack  waited  until  he  had  put  the  car  in  the  garage  before  he 
answered.  "He's  Bill  Powers's  brother,"  he  said  then.  "They're 
both  sons  of  that  old  Albert  Powers  who  used  to  be  miller." 

"If  you'd  read  the  paper  once  in  a  while  you  wouldn't  be  so 
ignorant,"  Ellen  told  him.  "Everybody  in  the  whole  country  read 
about  it  except  us." 

She  gave  him  Mrs.  Foster's  account  of  Mr.  Powers.  He  was 
the  Powers — the  Jim  Powers — that  had  killed  his  little  boy  over 
in  the  Brush  Run  community  in  a  fight  with  the  hired  man  over 
his  wife.  They  had  had  a  new  hired  man  all  summer,  "a  mean 
feller  named  Shell,  from  over  in  Trigg  County."  Jim  had  been 
down  guarding  his  watermelon  patch  and  had  come  back  to  the 
house  around  midnight  to  find  his  wife  out  in  the  grape  arbor 
with  the  hired  man.  There  had  been  a  good  deal  of  shouting 
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back  and  forth  and  calling  of  names.  Jim's  sister  and  his  six- 
year-old  son  had  come  downstairs  in  their  night  clothes  to  find 
out  what  it  was  all  about.  Jim  finally  picked  up  an  axe  and  went 
after  the  feller  with  that.  Shell  had  dodged  in  time,  but  the 
double-bladed  axe,  swinging  backward,  had  caught  the  little  boy 
in  the  side  of  the  head  and  felled  him  to  the  ground.  Shell  had 
run  off  down  the  road  while  they  were  all  going  on  over  the  child, 
who  had  never  regained  consciousness  and  had  died  in  a  few 
minutes.  Jim  had  stayed  right  with  him,  holding  his  hand. 

Ellen  was  laughing  hysterically  when  she  finished. 

"I  asked  him  yesterday  if  he  had  any  children  and  he  said, 
'Just  one.  She's  mighty  spoiled !'  " 

"Cool  feller,  isn't  he  ?"  Jack  said.  He  had  been  standing  look- 
ing straight  ahead  while  she  talked.  He  started  up  the  walk  now. 
Ellen  hurried  to  catch  up  with  him. 

"Mrs.  Foster  couldn't  understand  why  we  hadn't  heard  about 
it."  She  imitated  Mrs.  Foster's  high-pitched  country  drawl:  "I 
told  Ed  I  didn't  see  why  they  didn't  know  about  it.  They  git 
the  paper  every  day  and  both  of  'em  can  read  .  .  ." 

"Can't  Mrs.  Foster  read?"  Jack  asked. 

"No.  She  has  to  wait  for  things  like  this  to  happen.  She  seemed 
to  think  Mr.  Powers  had  taken  an  unfair  advantage  of  our  inno- 
cence. She  kept  saying,  'An'  him  coming  and  settin'  down  on 
y'all  just  'cause  you  was  new  here !'  " 

"I  reckon  the  poor  devil  was  up  against  it,"  Jack  said.  "I  reckon 
we  were  the  only  people  in  the  country  who  would  take  him  in." 

"We  are  going  to  let  him  stay,"  Ellen  said.  "Jack,  we  are 
going  to  let  him  stay,  aren't  we  ?" 

Jack  laughed.  "  You  put  him  out,"  he  said. 

The  Cromlies  could  look  down  from  their  high  porch  almost 
into  the  back  windows  of  the  Powers's  cabin.  When  the  white 
curtains  were  pushed  aside  they  could  see  Mrs.  Powers  preparing 
the  meals  in  the  small  room  that  was  used  as  a  kitchen.  A  small 
woman,  with  an  untidy  mass  of  blond  hair,  she  moved  slowly 
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about  from  kitchen  to  porch  and  back  again,  wearing  always  a 
faint,  excited  smile. 

"It's  the  most  extraordinary  expression,"  Ellen  said,  "a  sort  of 
smirk.  You  know,  the  way  people  look  when  they're  so  pleased 
with  themselves  that  they  simply  can't  hide  it!  What  /  can't 
understand,  though,  is  why  she's  stuck  to  him  through  all  this." 

Jack  said  that  he  thought  Mrs.  Powers's  situation  must  be  in 
some  ways  highly  satisfactory.  "Probably  the  first  time  in  her  life 
she's  ever  had  the  upper  hand  of  him,  morally,  I  mean.  They've 
changed  places  at  one  fell  swoop.  Whatever  her  sins  have  been 
in  the  past,  his  are  greater  .  .  .  since  this  killing.  Must  leave 
'em  both  a  little  dazed." 

"It's  terrible,"  Ellen  said.  "It's  terrible  to  think  of  them  being 
there  together.  What  do  you  suppose  they  can  find  to  say  to 
each  other?" 

"Well,  talking  things  over  is  hardly  in  Powers's  line,'5  Jack 
observed.  "He's  a  man  of  deeds.  I  was  talking  to  Judge  Pryor 
about  him  the  other  day.  He  lived  on  his  place  five  years.  The 
judge  thinks  a  lot  of  him.  Says  he's  always  had  this  quick  temper, 
like  all  the  Powerses,  but  he's  all  right  if  you  handle  him  prop- 
erly. He's  a  hustler,  too.  Got  nine  hundred  dollars  for  his  share 
of  the  tobacco  crop  the  last  year  he  lived  on  the  judge's  place." 

"Does  the  judge  think  he's  got  any  chance  to  get  off?"  Ellen 
asked. 

"Oh,  they  all  think  Scott'll  get  him  off  with  a  light  sentence. 
Ten  to  twenty  years.  He  could  hardly  expect  to  get  off  with  less 
than  that." 

"Twenty  years  is  a  long  time,"  Ellen  said.  "Ten  years  is  a 
long  time." 

"It's  a  hell  of  a  long  time,"  Jack  said. 

People  who  came  out  from  town  were  very  much  interested 
in  the  Powers  family.  They  peered  fearfully  over  the  balcony 
railings,  speculating  on  what  sort  of  mood  Mr.  Powers  was  likely 
to  be  in  that  day  and  discussed  his  chances  for  escaping  the  pen. 
Tom  Eliott  suggested  that  he  and  Jack  fight  a  duel,  with  hatchets, 
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at  twenty  paces.  Jack  said  that  he  was  thinking  of  putting  a 
machine-gun  in  the  crape  myrtle  bushes. 

"You  could  do  a  lot  of  damage  from  this  hill  with  a  machine- 
gun,"  he  said. 

Nobody  at  the  Cromlie  house  was  ever  up  in  time  to  see  Mr. 
Powers  go  of!  to  work  in  the  morning.  They  could  hear  the 
sound  of  his  axe  ringing  out  in  the  woods,  though,  all  during  the 
day,  and  occasionally  the  great  crash  of  a  falling  tree  shook  the 
whole  valley.  When  this  happened  Ellen  stopped  whatever  she 
was  doing  and  a  little  chill  went  over  her  as  she  thought  of  Mr. 
Powers  moving  about  in  the  dim  light  among  the  fallen  green 
boughs.  She  thought,  too,  of  what  Jack  had  said,  that  he  would 
certainly  go  to  the  penitentiary,  and  tried  to  imagine  the  tall, 
red-faced  countryman  in  prison. 

"I  hope  they  let  him  drive  a  team  or  something  like  that," 
she  told  Jack.  "They  do  have  wagons  and  teams  at  the  peniten- 
tiary, don't  they?" 

"No,"  Jack  said.  "They're  progressive  up  there.  Use  trucks." 

One  afternoon  when  they  came  back  from  town  they  saw  Mr. 
Powers's  wagon  standing  beside  the  drive,  filled  with  logs.  Mr. 
Powers  was  stooping  beside  the  off  mule,  mending  a  trace  chain 
with  a  length  of  wire. 

Jack  came  to  a  halt  opposite  the  wagon.  "You  got  some  nice 
logs  there,"  he  said. 

Mr.  Powers  straightened  up.  Standing  with  his  arm  lying 
along  the  mule's  back  he  pointed  to  the  strip  of  woods  that  lay 
next  to  the  cornfield.  "I  aim  to  get  down  in  the  bottom  tomor- 
row," he  said.  "Thar's  some  timber  in  thar  needs  takin'  out." 

"What  kind  of  wood  is  it?"  Ellen  asked. 

He  pushed  aside  the  black  lock  that  overhung  his  forehead. 
His  eyes — very  blue  eyes  with  wrinkles  raying  out  from  the 
corners — rested  on  her  face  for  a  moment.  "Hickory,  mostly,"  he 
said.  His  gaze  shifted  to  Jack.  "You  don't  want  to  burn  up  all 
your  barn  wood,  but  them  saplings  is  too  thick  in  thar.  Won't 
hurt  to  clean  'em  out  a  little." 
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"Well,  hickory's  fine  to  burn,"  Jack  said. 

Mr.  Powers  nodded.  "Ain't  nothin'  better  than  a  hickory  fire," 
he  said. 

They  did  not  see  Mr.  Powers  again  for  several  days.  When 
he  appeared  then  he  said  that  he  and  his  wife  found  that  the 
cabin  was  too  small,  after  all.  They  were  moving  back  to  his 
father-in-law's  that  afternoon.  He  would  be  glad,  though,  if  Mr. 
Cromlie  would  let  him  keep  his  mules  in  the  stable  that  was 
across  the  road  from  the  cabin  a  few  days  longer.  His  father-in- 
law  didn't  have  any  more  stable  room  than  he  needed  himself. 

Ellen  was  waiting  in  the  living-room  when  Jack  came  back 
into  the  house.  "Did  he  say  anything  about  the  wood?"  she 
demanded. 

Jack  lit  a  cigarette.  "We  didn't  get  around  to  that,"  he  said. 

"Then  I  wouldn't  let  him  keep  his  mules  in  our  stable,"  Ellen 
said.  "I  wouldn't  let  him  get  away  with  it.  I  just  would  not 
doit." 

"Oh,  he'll  be  all  right,"  Jack  said.  "That  first  load  was  his, 
anyhow,  according  to  the  trade.  He  probably  took  it  off  to  town 
and  sold  it  on  the  spot.  Needs  cash,  I  expect."  He  grinned.  "You 
have  to  excuse  him  for  being  a  little  absent-minded.  He  has 
important  business  on  his  hands." 

Ellen  reflected  that  Mr.  Powers's  hearing  was  set  for  Monday 
week  and  said  no  more  about  the  wood. 

At  the  preliminary  hearing  Jim  Powers  was  charged  with 
murder  and  released  after  he  had  executed  bond  for  a  thousand 
dollars.  Ellen  was  aghast  when  she  heard  the  news. 

"But  they  can't  accuse  him  of  murder,"  she  said.  "The  most 
they  can  accuse  him  of  is  involuntary  manslaughter." 

"Manslaughter  and  assault  and  battery  with  intent  to  kill," 
Jack  said.  "He  could  get  life  for  that." 

They  saw  Mr.  Powers  occasionally  at  a  distance,  taking  his 
mules  in  or  out  of  the  old  stable,  but  they  had  no  conversation 
with  him.  He  was  reported  by  Mrs.  Foster  to  be  living  in  a  cabin 
that  belonged  to  his  father-in-law,  Nate  Dockery.  The  Dockery 


202  The  Forest  of  the  South 

place  joined  the  hill  farm.  Ellen  speculated  as  to  whether  the  trees 
that  were  heard  to  fall  occasionally  in  the  woods  belonged  to  Mr. 
Dockery  or  to  the  hill  farm. 

Jack  was  irritable  when  she  suggested  that  he  walk  over  in  the 
woods  and  see  if  the  cutting  was  being  done  on  their  line. 

"There  are  fully  ten  thousand  trees  in  that  piece  of  woods," 
he  said,  "and  not  more  than  twenty  of  them  are  worth  a  damn. 
And  those  twenty  are  red  oaks,  worth,  say,  four  dollars  apiece, 
board  measure.  Well,  I  hotfoot  it  over  there  this  afternoon  and 
save  two  trees.  What  do  I  get  for  my  afternoon's  work?  Eight 
dollars.  I  can  make  two  hundred  if  I  get  on  in  the  house  and 
finish  that  article.  Miller's  wired  for  it  twice  now." 

"Oh,  all  right  if  you  feel  that  way  about  it,"  Ellen  said.  "I 
just  hate  for  him  to  think  we're  soft.  Everybody  in  this  country 
thinks  we're  soft  because  we're  city  people." 

She  did  not  mention  the  matter  to  Jack  again,  however,  seeing 
that  he  so  disliked  the  idea  of  talking  to  Powers  about  the  wood. 
It  was  not  long  after  that  that  Mr.  Powers  took  his  mules  out  of 
the  old  stable.  Shortly  afterward  the  axe  strokes  ceased  to  ring 
out  in  the  woods.  Mr.  Powers,  Mrs.  Foster  said,  had  moved  again. 
He  and  his  father-in-law  had  never  gotten  on  any  too  well  and 
it  stood  to  reason  that  they  wouldn't  get  on  no  better  after  what 
had  happened.  He  was  working  now  for  a  Mr.  Mason  out  on 
the  Jasper  road.  He  and  Mrs.  Powers  were  still  living  together. 
Ellen  was  curious  about  the  character  of  the  woman  who  had 
been  the  cause  of  the  affray. 

"Has  she  had  a  bad  character  before  this,  Mrs.  Foster?"  she 
asked. 

Mrs.  Foster  compressed  her  lips.  "Ever  since  she  was  big 
enough,  Miz  Cromlie,"  she  said.  "But  you  can't  tell  Jim  nothin'. 
All  them  Powerses  is  hard-headed  and  he's  the  hard-headedest 
of  all  of  'em." 

Mrs.  Powers's  name  was  mentioned  less  and  less  often  in  the 
Cromlie  household  from  that  time  forward.  Ellen  remarked  once 
that  he  had  to  pass  their  house  every  time  he  went  to  town.  "If 
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I  ever  meet  him  in  the  big  road  I'm  going  to  ask  him  about  that 
wood,"  she  said.  "I  swear  I  am!" 

"  'Twon't  do  you  any  good,"  Jack  said.  "He'll  just  tell  you 
what  he  told  me." 

"Well,  what  did  he  tell  you?"  Ellen  asked. 

"Just  smiled  and  said  he'd  been  aimin'  to  get  at  it  now  for 
two,  three  days.  He  means  it  too.  He'll  get  us  up  a  load  one  day." 

"Unless  he  goes  to  the  pen  first,"  Ellen  said. 

The  season  turned  slowly  toward  fall.  The  trees  on  the  hill 
had  not  begun  to  turn,  but  their  green  was  softened,  verging 
already  toward  yellow.  And  yellow  leaves  from  the  willows  fell 
occasionally  into  the  green  water  of  the  swimming-hole.  The  air 
was  clear  and  bright,  touched  faintly  with  cold  in  the  early 
morning. 

The  Negro  boy,  Chap,  spaded  up  wide  beds  of  earth  in  front 
of  the  house  and  on  either  side  of  the  brick  walk  and  set  out  iris 
and  tulip  and  jonquil  bulbs  and  scattered  larkspur  and  del- 
phinium seed  among  them.  The  Cromlies  walked  around  in  the 
yard  or  out  from  the  shade  of  the  beech  trees  and  down  the  slope. 
Sometimes  Ellen,  standing  on  the  walk,  would  look  back  into  the 
hall  and  think  how  the  house  that  was  spread  out  now,  with  all 
its  doors  and  windows  open  to  the  sunshine,  would  contract  and 
darken  soon  with  winter. 

One  evening  at  sunset  she  and  Lucy  walked  out  on  the  brow 
of  the  hill  and  sat  down  on  the  bench  that  was  fixed  around  the 
big  beech  tree.  Sitting  there  they  had  the  whole  valley  spread  out 
before  them,  the  wooded  hill  that  rose  steeply  on  the  right,  with 
the  Jasper  road  curving  between  it  and  the  river,  and  stretching 
away  on  the  other  side  of  the  river  beyond  the  old  covered  bridge 
the  flat  fields  that  were  still  covered  with  late  corn  and  tobacco. 
Some  of  the  blue  haze  that  had  been  over  the  whole  country  all 
day  still  lingered  in  these  far  fields,  but  the  rest  of  the  valley  was 
bathed  in  bright,  flickering  light. 

A  wagon  drawn  by  two  mules  came  up  over  the  hill  and 
began  the  long  descent  to  the  bridge.  Ellen  watched  the  mules 
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hold  back  at  first  and  then  put  their  feet  down  faster  and  faster 
as  the  driver  eased  his  brake  on.  'A  tall  young  man  in  blue  shirt 
and  pants,  he  sat  sidewise  on  the  high  driver's  seat  with  his  face 
turned  toward  the  river. 

Ellen  looked  away  and  then  back  again,  trying  to  fix  the  scene 
in  her  memory.  The  broad  valley,  the  turning  green  river,  and 
the  long  line  of  the  old  covered  bridge  would  stay,  she  knew,  in 
her  memory,  but  the  bright,  flickering  light  that  was  so  much  a 
part  of  it  all  would  grow  dimmer  and  more  unreal  until  finally 
it  would  vanish  entirely.  You  could  not  prison  light  in  the  memory. 

The  team  of  mules  and  the  wagon  were  directly  beneath  the 
bench  now.  The  driver  had  taken  his  hat  off  and  flung  it  in  the 
bottom  of  the  wagon.  His  head  bared  to  the  evening  air,  he  sat 
whistling,  breaking  off  occasionally  to  call  to  his  mules  in  a  loud, 
clear  voice. 

Lucy  had  got  up  and  was  standing  on  the  brow  of  the  hill 
looking  down  at  him. 

"Mama,"  she  cried  out  suddenly,  "it's  Mr.  Powers !  It's  Mr. 
Powers,  mama!" 

"Hush!"  Ellen  said.  "He'll  hear  you." 

She  watched  the  mules  round  the  curve  and  approach  the 
bridge.  Mr.  Powers's  figure  was  bright  for  a  moment  against  the 
black  shed,  then  it  disappeared  into  the  dark.  His  whistle  could 
be  heard  for  a  little  while,  mixed  with  the  rattling  of  the  mules' 
feet  on  the  wooden  flooring ;  then  that  too  died  away.  Ellen  stood 
up.  Most  of  the  color  was  gone  from  the  west  by  this  time,  but* 
the  east  still  held  a  reflected  glow,  soft  lavenders  and  pinks  and 
here  and  there  a  streak  of  azure. 

Lucy  was  tugging  at  her  mother's  hand. 

"Didn't  you  want  to  speak  to  him,  mama?  You  said  you 
wanted  to  speak  to  him." 

Ellen  shook  her  head.  "No,"  she  said,  "I  don't  want  to  speak 
to  him." 
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JLhe  first  year  I  was  at 
Taylor's  Grove  I  raised  ten  thousand  pounds  of  tobacco.  Five 
thousand  pounds  of  lugs  and  seconds  and  five  thousand  pounds 
of  prime  leaf.  And,  boy,  was  it  prime !  I  ought  to  have  got  thirty 
cents  for  that  leaf,  the  way  it  was  selling  that  year.  But  I  didn't 
get  but  fifteen.  That  yellow  wife  of  Tom  Doty's  was  the  cause 
of  that. 

I  was  raised  at  the  Grove  but  I  had  a  fuss  with  my  folks  one 
fall  and  went  off  to  Louisville  and  worked  in  a  garage.  I  got  to 
be  a  pretty  good  mechanic  but  they  kept  me  at  it  eighteen  hours 
a  day.  I  figured  there  was  no  percentage  in  that  so  I  saved  up 
some  money  and  started  me  a  combined  garage  and  filling  station. 
I  made  money  on  the  service  end,  or  would  have  if  it  hadn't 
been  for  my  friends.  They  came  from  all  over  town  and  were  all 
slow  pay.  Then  the  depression  hit  us.  I  started  lying  awake  nights 
worrying  about  the  pay  roll.  One  night  I  got  to  thinking  about 
all  that  land  at  the  Grove.  It  don't  belong  to  me  or  to  any  of 
us — yet.  It  belongs  to  my  grandmother.  She  is  seventy-five  years 
old  and  hell  on  wheels.  Always  has  been,  they  tell  me.  Still,  I 
knew  that  if  I  could  stand  the  old  lady  I  was  welcome  to  go 
there  and  farm. 

I  got  up  the  next  morning  and  went  to  see  a  man  I  know.  By 
afternoon  I'd  sold  the  shop,  including  some  high-priced  acces- 
sories, and  was  heading  for  South  Todd. 

But  I  didn't  go  straight  to  the  old  place.  I  went  by  to  see  a 
nigger  I  know.  Tom  Doty  was  the  house  boy  at  the  Grove  when 
I  was  a  kid.  Then  later  he  got  to  be  a  hand  and  finally  foreman 
and  he  stayed  there  till  he  had  some  trouble  with  my  grandmother 
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and  had  to  leave.  I  reckon  I'd  better  stop  now  and  tell  you  about 
my  grandmother.  She  is  the  only  woman  in  South  Todd  old 
enough  to  have  owned  slaves — her  parents  died  when  she  was 
little — and  she  has  never  got  over  it.  The  niggers  say  can't  any- 
body get  along  with  her  and  don't  any  of  them  try  it.  The  poor 
white  people  don't  know  her  as  well  as  the  niggers  do,  and  two 
or  three  families  move  on  the  place  every  year.  But  they  never 
make  more  than  one  crop  there.  As  the  old  lady  says,  "They  don't 
suit  the  place." 

But  this  Tom  Doty  I  was  telling  you  about  always  could  get 
along  with  her  when  he  wanted  to.  And,  besides  that,  he  is  the 
smartest  nigger  and*  the  fastest  worker  I  ever  knew.  I  always  said 
that  if  I  ever  went  to  farming  I'd  try  to  get  hold  of  Tom,  so  I 
stopped  at  Price's  Station  and  found  he  was  cropping  at  a  Mr. 
Bannerman's  and  went  right  on  over  there. 

It  was  just  before  Christmas  but  it  was  a  warm  day.  Tom  was 
sitting  on  the  doorstep,  sunning.  I  thought  he  must  be  doing 
right  well  at  Mr.  Bannerman'^,  for  everything  he  had  on  was 
new — leather  coat  and  tan  shoes  and  a  pair  of  those  purple 
corduroy  pants  the  niggers  like  so  much.  He  looked  good  in  'em 
too.  Tom  is  a  tall,  handsome  nigger,  with  a  very  black  face  and 
a  big,  real  nigger  mouth.  My  grandmother  always  said  he  had 
Coromantee  blood  in  him. 

I  drove  up  to  the  door.  "Hello,  Tom,"  I  said.  "Have  you  traded 
for  next  year?" 

He  jumped  right  up.  "God  help  me!  If  it  ain't  Mister  Jim!" 

"It  ain't  anybody  else,"  I  told  him.  "Have  you  traded  yet?" 

"I  ain't  named  it  to  Mr.  Bannerman,"  he  said,  "but  I  reckon 
he'll  let  me  stay  here  long  as  I  want  to." 

"How'd  you  like  to  make  a  crop  with  me  ?" 

Tom  kind  of  grins.  "Whereabouts?" 

"Well,"  I  said,  "there's  a  lot  of  land  over  at  the  old  place 
ain't  in  use." 

Tom  grins  again.  "Hi  yi !  You  reckon  Miss  Jinny'd  let  us  stay 
on  the  place  long  enough  to  make  a  crop?" 
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"I  was  thinking  about  trying  it." 

He  stood  there  looking  at  me  a  minute.  He  scratched  his  head. 
He  sat  down.  Then  he  stood  up.  "Mister  Jim,  I  got  a  wife  in 
there  I  believe  can  git  along  with  Miss  Jinny." 

"You  got  something  then,"  I  said.  "Let  me  see  her." 

He  called,  "Frankie !"  A  girl  came  to  the  door.  I  didn't  like  her 
looks  much.  For  one  thing  she  had  on  lipstick  and  rouge.  She 
was  almost  as  tall  as  Tom  and  plump.  And  she  had  gray  eyes 
and  a  bright  skin.  I  never  did  like  to  see  gray  eyes  in  a  nigger's 
head,  and  a  light-skin  nigger  always  looks  sassy  to  me.  Still,  she 
had  a  good-natured  smile  and  good  nature  was  what  I  was  after. 

"Howdy,  Frankie,"  I  said.  "Whose  girl  are  you  ?" 

"I'm  Old  Man  Gus  Byars'  daughter." 

I  was  glad  to  hear  that.  Those  Byars  niggers  are  as  respectable 
niggers  as  we've  got  in  our  county.  Old  Gus  is  the  grandson  of 
a  white  man,  Mister  Jim  Parlow,  who  died  right  after  the  Civil 
War.  He  had  four  hundred  acres  of  land  and  in  his  will  he 
divided  it  up  among  his  four  mulatto  sons,  said,  "They  may  be 
niggers  but  they're  damn  fine  boys."  The  rest  ctf  them  had  lost 
their  land  long  ago  but  old  Gus  still  had  fifty  acres  of  his. 

"Frankie,"  I  said,  "you  know  Miss  Jinny  Taylor?" 

"Naw,  suh,  but  Papa  say  he  been  knowin'  her  all  his  life." 

"Can  your  papa  get  along  with  her?" 

"Naw,  suh,  he  say  cain't  nobody  git  along  with  her,  black  or 
white." 

"Well,  Frankie,  Tom  here  says  you  can  get  along  with  her." 

She  laughed  and  ducked  her  head.  "Folks  generally  likes  me," 
she  said. 

Tom  had  sat  down  and  was  whittling  on  a  stick.  He'd  been 
eyeing  Frankie  like  he'd  never  seen  her  before  and  was  trying  to 
make  up  his  mind  about  her.  "Mister  Jim,  I  believe  she  kin  do 
it,"  he  says  finally  in  that  soft  voice  of  his. 

"Well,  what  about  it,  Frankie?" 

She  was  looking  at  Tom.  I  could  tell  from  that  look  that  they 
were  a  mighty  loving  pair.  "Whatever  Tom  say,"  she  told  me. 
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"All  right,"   I  said,   "we've  done  traded.   Tom,  you  got  a 


wagon  ?' 


"Yes,  sir." 

"Well,  you  be  ready  to  move  your  stuff  around  New  Year's." 

"How  you  know  Miss  Jinny  got  an  empty  cabin  ?" 

"I'll  empty  one." 

He  laughed.  "Miss  Jinny  gwine  have  something  to  say  to 
that." 

I  drove  on  over  to  Taylor's  Grove.  Got  there  about  four  o'clock. 
The  front  door  was  locked.  I  knocked  on  it  a  long  while.  Nobody 
came  but  I  could  hear  a  radio  going  full  tilt  inside.  Finally  I 
shouted:  "Mama!  Mama!"  (My  mother  died  when  I  was  little 
so  I  always  call  my  grandmother  "Mama." )  There  was  a  lull  in 
the  music.  The  old  lady  came  to  the  door.  She  is  a  small  old  lady 
with  white  hair  and  real  pretty  blue  eyes.  She  wears  gray  ging- 
ham dresses  and  if  it's  cold  a  little  shawl.  She  stuck  her  face  up 
against  the  screen.  "Who  is  it?  What  do  you  want?" 

"It's  Jim,"  I  told  her.  "Looks  like  you'd  let  me  in  after  I  drove 
all  the  way  from  Louisville  to  see  you." 

She  opened  the  door  mighty  quick  then.  That  old  lady  likes 
her  own  flesh  and  blood.  She  just  can't  stand  to  have  them  around 
long  at  a  time. 

"Jim!"  she  said.  "Jim,  I'm  glad  to  see  you." 

"Why'n't  you  let  me  in,  then?"  I  asked,  kidding  her  like  I 
always  did. 

She  said :  "I  heard  somebody  calling  'Mama'  but  I  thought  it 
was  the  music.  So  many  of  these  new  songs  have  'Mama'  in 
them." 

We  went  in  and  sat  down  and  she  told  me  all  the  news,  mostly 
about  a  polecat  had  got  in  the  henhouse  and  how  the  tenants 
were  drying  up  her  cows.  After  a  while  she  asked  me  if  I  didn't 
want  supper  the  way  people  do  when  they  expect  you  to  say 
"No."  I  told  her  I  could  eat  a  house.  She  looked  kind  of  worried 
and  then  she  said  she  wasn't  figuring  on  eating  any  supper  and 
had  let  the  fire  go  out  but  she  could  scramble  me  some  eggs. 
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I  kindled  a  fire  in  the  stove  and  she  fixed  the  eggs.  But  it  took 
her  a  long  time.  I  could  see  that  she  had  broken  a  lot  since  the 
last  time  I  was  here.  I  thought  it  was  time  some  of  her  own  folks 
came  to  live  with  her. 

After  supper  we  went  and  sat  in  her  room  some  more  and 
listened  to  the  radio.  She  is  hell  on  politics  and  likes  to  know 
what  is  going  on  in  Soviet  Russia  and  China.  I  sat  there  looking 
at  her  and  thinking  how  she'd  kept  us  all  in  a  stew  for  twenty  or 
thirty  years  and  would  keep  it  up  too  till  she  died. 

The  way  I  figure  it  she  isn't  mean.  She  just  has  more  curiosity 
than  most  folks.  When  she  has  anybody  around  her  she  just  has 
to  take  'em  to  pieces  to  see  what  makes  'em  tick.  And  when  she 
finds  the  weak  spot  she  can't  help  probing  it.  I  decided  that  if  I 
was  going  to  make  a  crop  there  I'd  try  to  stay  away  from  the 
house  as  much  as  possible.  I  wasn't  thinking  mach  about  the 
future  in  those  days.  Just  to  make  one  crop  was  all  I  figured  on. 

It  was  ten  o'clock.  She  got  up  and  said  it  was  time  to  go  to 
bed.  I  knew  it  was  time  to  strike. 

"Mama,"  I  said,  "how'd  you  like  to  have  me  come  here  and 
make  a  crop  ?" 

She  blinked.  Her  face  worked  like  she  was  going  to  cry.  But 
that  old  lady  is  game  from  the  word  "go."  "Well,"  she  says,  off- 
hand, "I'll  have  to  see  what  Phil  says  about  it." 

Uncle  Phil  is  her  brother,  lives  on  the  next  farm.  He  is  seventy 
years  old  and  weighs  two  hundred  pounds.  He  manages  her  busi- 
ness like  he  manages  his  own  by  sitting  on  the  front  porch  and 
hollering  at  the  hands. 

"That's  right,"  I  told  her,  "we'll  have  to  see  what  Uncle  Phil 
says,"  and  I  went  on  upstairs  to  my  old  room  and  went  to  bed. 

In  the  morning  the  old  lady  called  Uncle  Phil  up  and  had  a 
long  talk  with  him.  When  she  got  through  she  said  that  Uncle 
Phil  thought  it  was  a  good  idea  but  I'd  have  to  talk  over  the 
details  of  the  trade  with  him.  I  told  her  that  was  all  right.  I'd  go 
over  to  see  Uncle  Phil  that  morning.  Then  I  asked  her  if  there 
was  an  empty  cabin  on  the  place  and  when  she  said  there  was  I 


2  i  o  The  Forest  of  the  South 

told  her  I  thought  I'd  try  to  get  Tom  Doty  for  a  cropper.  She 
said  that  was  fine.  She  always  liked  Tom. 

I  thought  it  was  about  time  to  hit  the  big  road  so  I  said  I'd  go 
on  over  and  have  my  talk  with  Uncle  Phil.  I  stopped  at  a  country 
store  and  telephoned  him.  He  must  have  heard  I  was  there. 
"What's  the  matter?"  he  sings  out.  "City  got  you  down?" 

I  said  that  that  was  the  size  of  it  and  told  him  I'd  decided  to 
make  a  crop  at  the  Grove  if  he  was  agreeable. 

He  didn't  say  anything  for  a  minute.  Finally  he  said:  "What 
you  want  to  make  a  crop  for  ?  Why'n't  you  just  go  there  and  stay 
as  long  as  you  want  to?" 

"Listen,"  I  told  him,  "I've  been  working  eighteen  hours  a  day 
in  that  garage  but  I'm  not  ready  for  a  nursemaid's  job  yet.  And 
if  I  was  I  wouldn't  start  on  Mama  because  she  is  hell  on  wheels 
and  always  has  been." 

"She  don't  mellow  much,"  he  said  and  then  he  gave  a  sigh.  "I 
reckon  you  got  to  get  experience.  .  .  .  Come  on  over  in  a  few  days 
and  let  me  know  how  you  make  out." 

I  told  him  I  would,  and  then  I  drove  over  to  Bannerman's. 
Tom  was  sitting  there  on  the  doorstep.  "Well,  Tom,"  I  said, 
"you  can  move  in  any  time  you  want  to." 

Tom  looked  at  me  kind  of  funny.  "How  Miss  Jinny  gettin' 
along?"  he  asked  in  that  polite  voice  of  his. 
it  off  and  came  over  to  the  fire, 
said  Frankie  could  handle  her." 

Tom  laughed  too.  "That's  right,"  he  says. 

They  moved  in  three  days  later.  Right  then  I  came  near  mak- 
ing a  big  mistake.  I  went  on  down  to  the  cabin  that  first  morning 
and  told  Tom  I  reckoned  Frankie' d  better  go  up  and  see  about 
working  for  Miss  Jinny. 

Tom  looked  upset  like  he  always  does  when  he  has  to  go 
against  white  folks.  Finally  he  says,  "Mister  Jim,  it  ain't  time  for 
Frankie  to  go  to  the  house  yit." 

I  told  him  all  right.  I  was  pretty  busy  for  the  next  week  or  so 
and  I  didn't  have  time  to  think  about  those  niggers.  All  this  time 
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the  old  lady  and  I'd  been  having  snacks  off  the  kitchen  table 
because  it  was  too  much  trouble  to  light  a  fire  in  the  dining  room. 
Then  one  night  when  I  rolled  in  for  my  scrambled  eggs  there  was 
a  fire  going  in  the  dining  room  and  the  table  was  all  set.  Frankie 
was  in  the  kitchen  standing  over  the  stove  and  the  old  lady  was 
ambling  around  telling  her  to  do  this  and  that.  I  beat  it  across 
the  hall  and  waited  till  they  rang  the  bell. 

There  was  fried  chicken  and  mashed  potatoes  and  mustard 
greens.  The  chicken  was  fine  and  the  greens  were  cooked  down 
like  I  like  them  but  I  was  waiting  for  the  biscuits.  Those  old-fash- 
ioned housekeepers  judge  a  cook  by  her  bread.  I  picked  one  up 
looking  kind  of  sour  as  if  I  expected  the  worst.  It  was  light  as  a 
feather.  I  ate  seven  and  I  could  have  eaten  more  but  I  was 
afraid  the  old  lady  would  think  I  was  dissatisfied  with  her  cook- 
ing. We  had  some  kind  of  pudding  after  that  and  I  had  a  cup 
of  good  coffee.  The  old  lady  just  picked  at  a  chicken  wing  and 
she  wouldn't  drink  any  coffee  for  fear  it  would  keep  her  awake. 
I  went  on  across  the  hall  and  after  the  old  lady  had  shown 
Frankie  where  to  put  things  and  bossed  her  about  the  dish  wash- 
ing she  came  too.  The  old  lady  can't  read  much  at  night  on 
account  of  her  eyes  so  she  usually  keeps  the  radio  going  till  ten 
or  eleven  o'clock.  She  turned  it  on  tonight  same  as  usual.  It  was 
a  talk  on  Soviet  Russia  but  it  didn't  seem  to  hold  her.  She  turned 
it  off  and  came  over  to  the  fire. 

"That  wife  of  Tom's  came  up  today,"  she  says,  "and  wanted 
to  know  if  I  wouldn't  give  her  some  milk.  I  told  her  I'd  give  her 
a  gallon  if  she'd  churn  every  day." 

I  put  my  paper  down.  "A  gallon  of  milk!  You  know  what  that 
would  cost  you  in  town?" 

"I  ain't  in  town,"  the  old  lady  says,  "and  ain't  going  to  be  if  I 
keep  my  reason.  The  milk  don't  cost  me  anything  and  I'm  glad 
for  'em  to  have  it.  I'm  going  to  have  Frankie  get  supper  every 
night  too.  Of  course  I'll  pay  her  extra  for  that." 

"You  don't  really  need  her,  do  you  ?"  I  asked. 

"No,  I  don't  need  her,"  the  old  lady  says,  "but  when  I  find 
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one  that's  willing  to  work  I  like  to  encourage  'em.  So  many  of 
'em  won't  do  a  hand's  turn  these  days." 

"Tom's  a  good  man,"  I  says,  "but  that  Frankie  don't  look  like 
much  of  a  worker  to  me." 

"She  ain't  overly  strong,"  the  old  lady  says,  "but  she's  a  good 
cook.  All  those  Byars  girls  are  good  cooks." 

Well,  it  went  on  like  that.  The  way  I  figured  it  Frankie  got 
paid  for  everything  she  did  but  every  day  she'd  do  a  little  some- 
thing extra  that  she  hadn't  been  paid  for  and  that  kept  the  old 
lady  feeling  good.  It  was  like  they  were  running  a  race,  with 
Frankie  lagging  on  the  turns  so  the  old  lady'd  always  keep  in  the 
lead.  I  got  to  worrying  for  fear  they'd  get  all  the  chores  done 
some  day  and  Frankie' d  have  to  pass  the  old  lady. 

There  was  one  other  thing  worried  me.  Frankie  was  well 
named.  She  and  Tom  were  just  like  the  niggers  in  the  song.  They 
were  willing  to  work  but  loving  came  first.  Every  day  after 
dinner  Frankie  would  leave  the  dishes  there  on  the  table  and 
she  and  Tom  would  head  for  the  cabin.  I  was  afraid  the  old 
lady'd  notice  and  one  day  I  took  the  bull  by  the  horns.  "Don't 
Frankie  do  any  work  in  the  afternoons?"  I  asked.  "I  came  through 
the  kitchen  at  one  o'clock  the  other  day  and  she'd  left  all  her 
dinner  dishes." 

The  old  lady  bridled  up.  "She  goes  to  the  cabin  to  rest  a  few 
minutes  right  after  dinner.  Good  cooks  are  all  like  that.  They 
get  nervous,  cooking.  They  have  to  cool  off  before  they  can  eat 
anything." 

I  thought  that  as  long  as  the  old  lady  thought  Frankie  went  to 
the  cabin  to  cool  off  it  was  all  right.  I  was  pretty  busy  about  that 
time.  I  don't  know  whether  you  ever  raised  any  dark  tobacco. 
A  man  ought  not  to  go  into  it  unless  he  wants  to  keep  on  the 
move.  There's  something  to  do  every  month  in  the  year.  We  start 
burning  our  plant  beds  in  February.  In  April  it's  time  to  take  the 
canvas  off  and  let  the  plants  toughen  up.  Then  from  the  middle 
of  April  on  through  May  and  sometimes  up  to  the  first  of  June 
you're  on  pins  and  needles  waiting  for  a  good  season  to  set  your 
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tobacco.  In  our  country  we  have  some  of  the  worst  droughts  in 
the  spring.  It's  a  hard  proposition,  setting  tobacco  when  the 
ground  isri't  wet.  You  have  to  water  every  plant  by  hand  and  at 
that  you're  lucky  if  you  get  a  stand. 

We  had  some  good  rains  in  May,  though,  that  year.  I  got  my 
whole  crop  set  on  two  rains.  It  was  a  fine  stand  and  grew  off 
pretty.  By  July  my  tobacco  was  waist-high,  good,  broad,  spread- 
ing leaves  too.  She  was  ready  to  cut  by  the  first  of  August.  And 
I  got  the  whole  crop — ten  thousands  pounds  of  tobacco — cut 
and  into  the  barn  by  August  fifteenth.  I  felt  pretty  good  about 
that  but  I  knew  the  hardest  job  was  still  ahead.  It's  the  curing 
that  tells  the  tale.  You've  got  to  put  the  smoke  to  her  just  right. 

I'd  been  around  tobacco  barns  a  lot  when  I  was  a  kid.  I  knew 
it  was  the  devil  of  a  job  to  get  the  right  color  and  finish  on  a 
leaf  but  I  wasn't  worrying.  Uncle  Phil,  for  all  he  is  so  lazy,  knows 
a  lot  about  farming.  I  thought  I  only  had  to  ask  him  when  the 
time  came. 

I  let  my  tobacco  yellow  for  about  a  week  before  I  started  the 
fires:  good  chunks  of  hickory  going  in  all  four  corners  of  the 
barn.  I  fired  off  and  on,  according  to  the  season,  for  two  weeks 
and  then  I  called  the  old  man  up  and  asked  him  how  much 
longer  I  ought  to  let  the  fires  go.  , 

"Hell,"  he-says,  "how  do  I  know?" 

"You  been  raising  dark  tobacco  for  fifty  years,"  I  told  him. 
"You  ought  to  know  something  about  it." 

"I  know  one  thing,"  he  says,  "you'll  house-burn  it,  sure  as 
God  made  little  apples  if  you're  let  alone." 

"Why'n't  you  come  on  over  and  show  me  how  to  fire  it  then?" 
I  asked,  knowing  he  wouldn't  stir  out  of  his  house  if  half  the  barns 
in  the  country  were  burning  down. 

"I  haven't  cured  a  crop  of  tobacco  in  thirty  years,"  he  says. 

"What  do  you  do  when  firing  time  comes  ?'; 

"I  get  somebody  that  knows  more  about  it  than  I  do.  Go  on 
over  and  get  Bud  Asbury.  He's  a  genius  at  it." 

I  drove  over  to  the  Asbury  place.  The  first  thing  I  saw  was 
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Old  Man  Asbury  coming  around  the  corner  of  the  barn.  He 
hadn't  changed  since  I  was  a  child:  little  old  dried  up  pea  of  a 
man  rattling  around  in  his  overalls.  I  had  to  go  in  and  howdy 
with  old  Mrs.  Asbury  before  I  could  tell  him  what  I  wanted.  He 
said  Bud  wasn't  home  right  now  but  he  knew  he'd  be  glad  to 
help  me.  "All  right,  then,"  I  said,  "tell  him  to  drop  around  to- 
morrow morning." 

The  old  man  looked  kind  of  worried.  He  began  all  over  again, 
saying  Bud  would  be  proud  to  help  me — if  he  was  home  when 
the  time  came. 

"Has  he  got  a  job  somewhere  ?"  I  asked. 

The  old  man  said  no,  he  didn't  have  any  job. 

"Well,  don't  he  come  home  to  sleep?" 

The  old  man  said  the  fact  was  he  hadn't  seen  Bud  for  three, 
four  days.  "You  know  he  always  was  a  rambling  sort  of  a  boy," 
he  said. 

"Well,  I  hope  he'll  ramble  in  here  tomorrow  morning,"  I  told 
him,  "or  I'll  have  to  get  somebody  else  to  cure  that  tobacco." 

I  went  on  home.  Fifteen  minutes  after  I  got  there  Uncle  Phil 
called  up.  "Have  you  read  today's  Tobacco-Leaf?"  he  asked. 

I  told  him  I'd  been  too  busy  to  even  take  the  paper  out  of  the 
box. 

"It's  a  good  thing  for  you  I  read  the  paper,"  he  said.  "You 
better  go  on  into  town  and  get  Bud  Asbury  out  of  jail." 

"What's  he  in  jail  for?" 

"For  taking  a  man's  car." 

"Maybe  he'd  better  stay  in  jail,"  I  said. 

The  old  man  laughed.  "Bud  wouldn't  steal  a  pin.  You  go  on 
in  there  and  tell  the  judge  to  turn  Bud  loose,  that  you  need  him 
to  fire  your  tobacco.  No,  tell  him  I  said  I  needed  him  to  fire  my 
tobacco.  You  better  take  some  money.  There's  a  drunk  and  dis- 
orderly charge  too." 

I  went  on  in.  The  judge  is  a  mighty  pleasant  old  man.  We 
howdied  about  the  healths  of  both  our  families  and  then  I  told 
him  what  Uncle  Phil  said.  "Well,  now,"  he  said,  "I'm  glad  Phil 
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can  use  him.  That  charge  they've  laid  against  Bud  is  just  a  piece 
of  Bill  Cain's  foolishness." 

Bill  Gain  is  our  prosecuting  attorney.  "Has  he  got  it  in  for 
Bud?"  I  asked. 

The  judge  explained  that  Bill  Cain  and  Chief  Patterson  didn't 
exactly  have  it  in  for  Bud.  They  were  just  worn  out  with  him. 
It  seems  that  Bud  is  a  spree  drinker,  goes  on  a  bat  regularly  every 
two  or  three  months.  He's  also  one  of  these  blind  drunks  that 
never  lose  the  use  of  their  legs.  This  time  he'd  come  out  of  a 
speakeasy  and  got  in  somebody  else's  car  and  drove  off.  The  man 
who  lost  the  car  figured  that  Bud  had  it  because  Bud's  car  was 
still  sitting  there  in  the  square  next  morning.  But  he  goes  ahead 
just  the  same  and  swears  out  a  warrant  for  Bud's  arrest. 

"And  Bill  Cain,"  the  judge  said  testily,  "was  fool  enough  to 
serve  it." 

I  told  the  judge  I  thought  Uncle  Phil  would  go  on  Bud's  bond 
and  in  the  meantime  I'd  take  him  home  and  sober  him  up  with 
a  little  work.  Tom  said  he'd  drive  Bud's  car  over  to  the  Asburys'. 
I  went  by  police  court  and  paid  his  fine  and  then  went  on  over 
to  the  county  jail. 

Mr.  Cleaver,  the  sheriff,  and  Bud  and  two  niggers  were  sitting 
in  the  hall  playing  checkers.  I  told  Mr.  Cleaver  what  I  wanted 
and  he  said  all  right  but  he'd  be  obliged  if  I'd  wait  a  few  min- 
utes: he  and  Bud  were  having  a  tournament  with  the  niggers. 
"This  boy,  Billy,"  he  says,  pointing  over  his  shoulder,  "is  the 
champion  of  Dunham's  warehouse  but  Bud  and  me  are  going  to 
beat  him  if  you'll  give  us  time  to  finish  this  game." 

I  said  all  right  and  came  in  and  watched  them.  Bud  looked 
like  he  was  still  drunk  or  else  he  had  a  whale  of  a  hangover.  He 
sat  up  there  stiff  as  a  dead  man,  pushing  those  checkers  around. 
He's  a  tall,  lean  fellow,  about  forty  years  old,  one  of  the  handsom- 
est men  I  ever  saw  in  my  life  but  with  a  kind  of  shattered  look  to 
him.  It  wasn't  his  features  or  the  fact  that  he'd  slept  in  his 
clothes.  It  was  his  eyes:  he  had  that  cold-looking  blue  eye  you 
see  sometimes  in  steady  drinkers  or  sometimes  in  men  that  just 
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don't  give  a  damn.  I  decided  I'd  as  soon  not  meet  him  when  he 
was  on  one  of  his  sprees. 

They  finished  their  game — the  niggers  beat  'em  four  out  of 
six.  The  sheriff  went  in  his  office  and  telephoned  Uncle  Bill,  then 
came  back  and  told  Bud  good-bye.  "Don't  stay  away  so  long  next 
time,  Bud,"  he  says,  winking  at  me. 

"They  ain't  goin'  to  be  no  next  time,  Mister  Cleaver,"  Bud 
tells  him. 

As  we  drove  home  he  gave  me  quite  a  lecture  on  drinking.  The 
trouble,  he  said,  was  the  liquor  they  sold  you  nowadays.  It  had 
got  so  that  he  was  almost  a  teetotaler,  never  knowing  how  the 
liquor  would  take  him.  Once  he  wanted  me  to  stop  the  car.  He 
was  a  mind  to  go  back  and  beat  up  Lonny  Cross  who'd  sold  him 
the  liquor.  You'd  think,  he  said,  that  you  could  go  in  a  man's 
bar  and  have  a  drink,  friendly  like,  without  him  poisoning  you. 
I  told  him  he'd  better  leave  Lonny  Cross  alone.  He  wasn't  out 
of  the  woods  yet  on  that  larceny  charge.  He  didn't  seem  worried 
about  that.  His  idea  was  that  the  prosecutor  must  have  been 
drunk  when  he  let  the  man  swear  out  the  warrant.  "Must  have 
been.  Mister  Cain  knows  I  wouldn't  steal  anybody's  car.  Why, 
a  man  needs  his  car  to  get  around  in." 

We  drove  into  the  Grove  about  five  o'clock.  Tom  had  just  got 
back  from  the  Asburys'.  I  stopped  by  the  barn  a  minute  and  then 
I  took  Bud  on  up  to  the  house.  I  went  in  the  back  way  like  I 
always  do  when  I've  got  mud  on  my  boots.  Frankie  was  frying 
some  fish  one  of  the  boys  had  caught  in  Grinstead's  pond.  She 
said  the  old  lady  hadn't  been  feeling  so  well  and  was  lying  down. 

The  kitchen  smelled  mighty  good  with  fish  frying  and  coffee 
making.  There  was  a  table  in  the  corner  that  Frankie  always  kept 
covered  with  a  fresh  cloth.  I  thought  that  as  long  as  the  old  lady 
wasn't  coming  in  Bud  and  I  might  as  well  eat  at  that  table  so 
I  told  Frankie  not  to  bother  making  a  fire  in  the  dining  room  and 
then  I  went  on  in  to  see  the  old  lady. 

She  was  lying  down,  listening  to  the  radio.  I  stayed  with  her 
awhile  and  then  I  left  her  with  the  radio  turned  low  and  went 
back  to  the  kitchen. 
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Tom  had  come  in  from  the  barn  and  was  sitting  on  his  bench 
back  of  the  stove.  Frankie  had  put  a  chair  up  to  the  table  for 
Bud  and  he  was  sitting  there,  smoking.  I  thought  he  must  be 
needing  a  drink  bad  by  this  time  so  I  stepped  into  the  dining 
room  and  found  a  pint  bottle  that  was  three  quarters  full  of 
whiskey.  I  divided  it  between  the  four  of  us,  giving  Bud  a  little 
the  best  of  the  deal. 

He  turned  his  glass  up  and  downed  her  at  one  smack.  "You 
ain't  got  any  more  of  that  ?"  he  says. 

I  told  him  that  as  far  as  I  knew  it  was  the  last  in  the  house. 
"Miss  Jinny  and  Frankie  are  teetotalers,"  I  said. 

Tom  lets  out  a  laugh.  That  was  a  joke  we  had.  The  old  lady 
doesn't  believe  in  using  liquor  except  for  medicine  and  cooking. 
"I  just  take  it  to  ease  the  pain,"  she  says,  but  one  way  or  another 
she  and  Frankie  get  through  with  about  a  quart  a  week. 

Frankie  laughs  too.  "You  can  leave  it  around  here  all  you 
want,  Mister  Jim.  I  ain't  gwine  tech  it." 

"I'll  drink  your  share,  Frankie,"  Bud  says. 

He  was  looking  different  from  what  he  had  when  he  came  in. 
Those  funny  blue  eyes  were  shining  and  he  had  color  in  his 
cheeks.  If  I  hadn't  known  there  wasn't  any  liquor  in  the  house 
I'd  have  thought  he  was  starting  on  another  drunk. 

Frankie  was  taking  her  fish  off  the  stove.  We  drew  up  our 
chairs.  Her  coffee  was  good  that  night  and  we  had  a  dozen  of 
those  little  pond  perch  fried  a  golden  brown.  And  every  time  we 
turned  around  Frankie  was  there  with  more  batter  bread.  I  told 
her  I  believed  it  was  the  best  she'd  ever  made. 

She  had  just  handed  me  a  piece  and  was  going  on  to  Bud. 
He  looked  up  at  her.  "Yeah,"  he  said,  "and  them's  mighty  pretty 
little  yellow  hands  that  made  it." 

Nobody  said  anything  for  a  minute.  Before  I  knew  it  I'd  looked 
over  at  Tom.  He  was  sitting  on  a  bench  by  the  stove  and  he 
slewed  around  as  sudden  as  if  he'd  been  pulled  by  a  string.  His 
eyes  popped  open  and  fastened  on  Bud's  face.  Then  he  realized 
that  I  was  looking  at  him  and  he  ducked  his  head  and  began 
eating  again,  real  slow. 
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I  looked  back  at  Bud.  He  looked  back  as  unconcerned  as  you 
please.  I  kept  on  looking  at  him.  I  made  my  voice  real  hard.  "Eat 
up,  Bud,"  I  said ;  "it's  time  we  were  getting  to  the  barn." 

"That  tobacco  ain't  goin'  to  walk  off,"  he  says  and  laughs  and 
looks  up  at  Frankie,  who  was  still  standing  there  by  the  table. 

I  pushed  my  chair  back.  "I'm  ready  now,"  I  said.  "I'll  be 
obliged  if  you'd  come  with  me." 

He  put  one  last  piece  of  corn  bread  in  his  mouth  and  reached 
for  his  hat.  We  went  out  the  back  way  and  started  down  to  the 
barn.  We  hadn't  gone  far  before  Bud  said  he'd  have  to  stop  a 
minute.  I  thought  he  had  to  see  a  man  about  a  dog  and  walked 
on.  I  hadn't  been  in  the  barn  more  than  ten  minutes  before  he 
came  in.  And  in  a  little  while  Tom  came  too. 

We  set  to  work  building  up  the  fires.  You  can't  have  flames 
going  any  length  of  time.  You've  got  to  have  red-hot  embers  and 
keeping  a  hickory  log  at  that  stage  takes  doing.  But  Tom  was 
good  at  it,  as  Bud  remarked. 

Bud  seemed  to  be  feeling  better  and  better.  He  went  over  the 
barn,  pinching  a  leaf  here  and  there.  He  said  the  tobacco  was  in 
exactly  the  right  order.  Seems  it's  all  a  matter  of  draft.  If  you 
have  too  much  draft  the  lighter  edges  of  the  leaf'll  dry  out  too 
quick  and  set  in  whatever  colour  they  happen  to  have  at  the 
time,  instead  of  making  the  nice  brown  everybody  wants. 

He  talked  a  lot  about  houseburning.  Said  there  wasn't  any  use 
of  anybody  houseburning  their  tobacco  if  they  kept  their  minds 
on  it.  Said  it  comes  from  letting  your  fires  die  out  too  su$Ien. 
That  vapor'll  stop  right  in  the  middle  of  the  barn  and  condense 
into  sweat.  She's  gone  then,  he  said,  and  can't  anything  bring 
her  back.  But  the  nearer  you  can  bring  her  to  houseburning  with- 
out burning  her  the  prettier  she'll  be. 

About  twelve  a' clock  we  got  up  to  go  up  to  the  house  for  more 
coffee.  Tom  got  up  too.  I'd  intended  to  leave  him  there  to  watch 
the  fires  but  something  about  the  way  he  looked  made  me  change 
my  mind. 

The  three  of  us  started  back  to  the  house  but  Bud  dropped  off 
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as  we  were  crossing  the  yard.  Seemed  to  me  he  was  having  a  lot 
of  sudden  calls  that  night  and  I  so  remarked  to  Tom. 

Tom  laughed,  kind  of  surly.  "He  done  gone  to  git  him  some 
more  of  that  wine.  Whilst  you  in  talking  to  Old  Miss  he  went  in 
the  dining  room  and  got  him  a  whole  jug  of  blackberry  wine." 

"Why'n't  you  stop  him,  Tom?" 

Tom  laughed  again.  "Mister  Jim,  you  know  I  couldn't  head 
Mister  Bud  Asbury  off  when  he  wants  to  do  anything." 

"Is  he  mean?"  I  asked.  "Has  he  got  the  reputation  of  being 
mean  ?" 

"He's  hard  to  head,"  Tom  said.  "The  jedge  or  anybody  that 
has  the  handlin'  of  him'll  tell  you  that." 

Bud  was  already  sitting  up  to  the  table  when  we  came  in. 
"Come  on,"  he  called,  like  it  was  his  house  and  not  mine.  "Come 
on  and  git  some  of  these  good  sandwiches  Frankie  made  us." 

I  could  see  he'd  taken  on  another  load  of  the  old  lady's  wine. 
He  kept  laughing  most  of  the  time  and  once  when  Frankie  was 
passing  something  he  made  a  swipe  low  with  his  hand  and 
caught  hold  of  her  ankle. 

Frankie  was  quick.  She  flopped  over  against  the  table,  spilling 
half  the  sandwiches.  "  'Scuse  me,  Mister  Bud,"  she  says,  "I  mighty 
nigh  fell  on  you." 

"It  don't  make  a  bit  of  difference,"  Bud  says  genially.  "You 
fall  all  over  me  if  you  want  to." 

I  was  stumped.  I've  been  around  a  good  bit.  I  know  plenty 
of  men  that  think  nothing  of  sleeping  with  nigger  women  but  I 
never  saw  one  in  the  act  of  going  after  a  nigger  woman  before. 
It  gave  me  a  funny  feeling.  And  I  was  worried  about  Tom.  Tom 
is  a  boy  that  thinks  a  lot  of  his  raising.  I  don't  reckon  he'd  ever 
spoken  an  out-of-the-way  word  to  a  white  person  in  his  life — 
until  that  night. 

Bud  finished  eating  and  got  up  and  went  out  on  the  porch,  to 
get  a  drink  of  water,  he  said.  He  was  out  there  a  few  minutes  and 
then  he  came  to  the  door.  "Frankie,"  he  called,  "step  here  a 
minute." 
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Frankie  jumped  up  quick  like  she  always  does  when  there's  any 
waiting  on  to  do  and  then  she  must  have  realized  what  he  wanted 
for  she  stopped  short  and  just  stood  there,  staring  at  him. 

Tom  was  getting  up  from  his  bench  behind  the  stove.  He  kept 
on  coming  till  he  was  right  in  the  middle  of  the  floor  and  then 
he  stopped.  "Mister  Bud,"  he  said,  "that's  my  woman." 

I  saw  his  hand  go  up,  slow,  over  his  jumper.  He  wears  one  of 
these  old-fashioned  cutting  razors  slung  around  his  neck  on  a 
piece  of  string. 

I  stepped  out  between  them.  I  looked  him  straight  in  the  eye. 
"Tom !"  I  said,  "Torn!  You  sit  down  there  behind  that  stove." 

That  nigger  looked  at  me  like  he'd  never  seen  me  before.  Then 
his  eyes  changed.  "Yas,  sir,"  he  said,  kind  of  dazed.  "Yas,  sir, 
that's  what  I  was  going  to  do." 

I  looked  at  Frankie.  I  was  mad  through  by  that  time  and  it 
seemed  to  me  that  more'n  half  of  it  was  her  fault.  Those  high 
yellows  just  can't  help  bridling  if  a  man  looks  at  'em.  "Frankie,"  I 
said,  "do  you  want  to  go  out  on  that  porch  with  Mister  Asbury  ?" 

She  was  crying.  "Naw,  suh,  1  don't  want  to  go  out  there  with 
no  white  man." 

"Well,  go  on  over  there  and  sit  down  by  Tom  and  try  behaving 
yourself  for  a  change." 

She  went  off  sniffling  and  I  walked  over  and  stood  in  front  of 
Tom.  "Tom,"  I  told  him,  "I'm  going  out  there  to  see  Mister 
Asbury  and  I  don't  want  any-niggers  mixing  in.  You  understand?" 

"Yas,  sir,"  he  said,  keeping  his  eyes  on  the  floor. 

I  stepped  outside.  Bud  was  walking  around  in  the  yard.  It  was 
dark  out  there  when  you  stood  away  from  the  window.  The  fool 
thought  I  was  Frankie.  He  made  a  dive  at  me.  "Come  on,  honey," 
he  says,  "let's  you  and  me  take  a  walk." 

I  caught  him  by  the  arm.  "You're  going  to  take  a  walk,"  I  says, 
"but  you  ain't  going  with  Frankie.  Now,  Bud,  when  you  get 
through  that  gate  you  hit  the  big  road  and  you  keep  going  till 
you  strike  your  old  man's  house." 

We  were  passing  the  window.  I  could  see  the  surprised  look 
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on  his  face.  "Now,  Jim,"  he  says,  "what  have  I  done  to  get  you 
down  on  me  like  that  ?" 

"You  been  making  passes  at  Frankie  right  in  my  kitchen,"  I 
told  him.  "I  ain't  going  to  have  it." 

"All  right,"  he  says  sadly,  "if  that's  the  way  you  feel,"  and  he 
goes  off  across  the  yard.  He  hadn't  gone  but  a  few  steps  before  he 
stopped.  "I  ain't  goin',"  he  says,  sullen  like  a  child.  "I  ain't  ever 
started  curing  a  crop  of  tobacco  that  I  didn't  finish  it.  I'm  goin' 
right  back  to  the  barn." 

I  saw  there  was  nothing  else  for  it  so  I  tackled  him.  I  caught 
him  around  the  knees  and  we  both  went  down  together  in  the 
mud.  He  tried  to  get  up  but  I  shifted  my  hold  and  got  him  around 
the  chest.  He  broke  my  hold  without  half  trying  and  the  next 
thing  I  knew  he  had  me  flat  on  my  back  in  the  mud.  "I  hate  to  do 
this,"  he  says,  "but  you  don't  seem  to  have  no  sense  tonight." 

I  didn't  say  anything  and  after  a  minute  he  let  me  go  and  got 
up.  I  jumped  to  my  feet  and  went  at  him  again.  This  time  I 
knocked  him  over  backwards,  but  he  turned,  quick  as  a  cat,  and 
had  me  with  a  leg  hold. 

We  clinched  two  or  three  times  after  that.  I  never  could  brecJc 
his  hold  but  he'd  let  me  go  just  so  I  could  come  at  him  again.  His 
blood  was  up  now  and  he  was  enjoying  himself.  As  for  me  I  was 
beginning  to  think  that  if  anybody  hit  the  big  road  that  night  it'd 
be  me. 

The  last  time  he  threw  me  plumb  over  his  head.  I  landed  so 
hard  I  thought  my  neck  was  snapped  in  two.  I  lay  there  a  second 
trying  to  get  my  breath.  Then  I  realized  that  my  left  hand  was 
hurting  like  blazes.  I  moved  it.  Something  rattled.  I'd  landed 
against  a  pile  of  tobacco  sticks.  I  took  another  good  breath  and 
got  up  with  one  of  those  oak  sticks  in  my  hand. 

The  kitchen  door  opened,  real  soft.  Tom  came  out.  "Mister 
Jim,"  he  called,  "you  want  me  come  out  there  and  help  you  tie 
up  Mister  Bud?" 

"You  come  out  here,"  I  said,  "and  you'll  get  the  worst  beating 
you  ever  got  in  your  life." 
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I  walked  over  and  let  Bud  have  that  solid  oak,  whang,  on  the 
side  of  his  head.  He  rocked  a  little  like  cattle  do  when  you  fell 
them  and  then  he  started  towards  me.  But  my  legs  were  still  good. 
I  jumped  to  the  side,  quick.  "Bud,"  I  said,  "I'm  going  to  raise 
knots  on  the  other  side  of  your  head  if  you  don't  hit  the  big  road." 

I  don't  believe  he  knew  what  had  hit  him  till  that  minute.  He 
stopped  and  fingered  his  head  and  then  came  at  me.  I  let  him  have 
it  again,  a  harder  lick  this  time.  It  knocked  him  down  but  not  out. 
That  boy's  head  was  hard  as  bow-dock.  After  a  bit  he  got  on  his 
feet.  He  stood  there,  staggering,  then  he  says,  real  polite,  "All 
right,  if  that's  the  way  you  feel,"  and  starts  for  the  gate. 

I  went  on  in  the  house.  "Gome  on,  Tom,"  I  said,  "we  better 
get  back  to  the  barn." 

We  took  turns  the  rest  of  the  night,  sleeping  and  firing*  But  we 
had  let  the  fires  go  plumb  out  while  we  were  having  the  ruckus 
and  the  barn  had  got  cold.  We  got  the  fires  going  good  again  and 
kept  a  steady  fire  the  rest  of  the  night  and  the  wind  had  changed 
so  it  was  making  the  draft  just  the  way  you  want  it.  But  before 
I  left  the  barn,  towards  daybreak,  I  pulled  down  a  leaf  and  felt 
it.  It  wasn't  what  you'd  call  dry  but  it  had  lost  that  kid-glove 
feeling.  Tobacco  has  a  skin  just  like  a  woman.  Once  that  stretchi- 
ness  is  gone  out  of  a  leaf  it's  gone  and  there  ain't  anything  can 
bring  it  back. 

Daylight  was  coming  in  through  the  open  doors.  I  looked  at 
the  tiers  of  tobacco  hanging  all  the  way  up  to  the  roof.  Ten 
thousand  pounds  and  if  it  had  been  cured  right  we'd  have  got 
thirty  cents  for  every  pound  of  the  prime  leaf  but  now  we'd  do 
well  to  get  fifteen. 

Tom  was  just  getting  up  from  a  pile  of  sacks,  feeling  his  leg 
that  had  gone  to  sleep.  "Tom,"  I  said,  "take  a  look  up  there." 

"What  is  it,"  he  says,  "old  possum  or  something  on  the  raft- 
ers?" 

"It  ain't  any  possum,"  I  said,  "but  last  night  we  had  nineteen 
hundred  and  sixty  dollars  hanging  up  over  us  and  now  we  ain't 
got  but  nine  hundred  and  thirty." 
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Tom  looked  at  the  tobacco  and  then  he  looked  at  me.  He  poked 
his  lip  out.  "That  Mister  Bud  Asbury,"  he  said,  "I  don't  care  how 
good  he  can  cure  tobacco.  He  better  stay  away  from  my  woman." 

I  didn't  say  anything.  A  man  has  to  fight  if  somebody  tries  to 
take  his  woman.  But  I  couldn't  stand  by  and  watch  that  nigger 
carve  Bud  up.  It  struck  me  as  a  funny  business.  Always  has. 
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A.  he  sheriff  met  the  two  dark 
figures  at  the  head  of  the  stairway.  "Step  up,  boy,"  he  said  kindly. 

The  attendant  fell  back.  The  Negro,  manacled  at  wrist  and 
ankle,  took  his  place  on  the  iron  trap.  His  arms  were  already  hand- 
cuffed behind  his  back.  A  deputy  was  about  to  slip  the  black  hood 
over  his  head  when  the  sheriff  motioned  him  aside  and,  hand  on 
the  lever,  bent  forward.  "Anything  to  say,  boy?" 

The  Negro's  eyes  remained  fixed  on  the  opposite  wall.  He  spoke 
in  a  full,  throaty  voice :  "I  ain't  got  nothing  to  say,  Boss." 

The  deputy  approached,  slipped  the  hood  over  the  man's  head 
and  fitted  the  noose  well  up  under  the  ears.  The  sheriff  wiped  the 
perspiration  from  his  face  and  pulled  the  lever.  The  man's  body 
lurched  forward  and  dropped  with  a  thud  to  the  floor  below. 

The  three  or  four  spectators  turned  away  before  the  black, 
hooded  figure  on  the  floor  had  stopped  twitching.  The  Press- 
Scimitar  reporter,  reaching  the  outer  steps,  drew  a  deep  draught 
of  cold  March  air  into  his  lungs  and  lit  a  cigarette. 

"I've  covered  twenty-three  hangings  in  my  time,"  he  said.  "I 
never  saw  a  nigger  step  up  on  the  trap  before  without  singing." 

His  colleague  on  the  morning  paper  nodded.  "Or  preaching  a 
sermon.  Don't  seem  natural."  He  leaned  forward  to  the  match 
the  other  was  holding,  then  drew  back  as  a  slight,  crouching 
figure  troke  from  the  shrubbery  in  front  of  him.  "What  do  you 
want?"  he  asked  roughly. 

A  Negro  boy  turned  his  yellow,  working  face  up  to  the  light. 
"Is  he  dead,  Boss?"  he  quavered. 

The  Press-Scimitar  man  flipped  the  flaring  match  into  the 
leaves.  "As  a  door  nail,"  he  said,  "or  will  be  in  another  minute." 
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"Two,"  the  other  said  judicially.  "They  say  five  or  six  minutes 
but  it  takes  nearer  seven,  I've  noticed.  Come  on,  Smith,  I  got  to 
get  to  a  'phone." 

They  swung  down  the  street.  The  boy,  left  alone  at  the  jail 
door,  straightened  to  his  puny  height,  drew  a  long,  sobbing 
breath  and  then,  half  crouching,  half  running,  darted  off  down 
the  empty  street. 

In  the  Magnolia  Cafe  three  people  watched  the  night  out.  In 
her  corner  the  aged  proprietress  hovered  over  a  dying  fire.  Behind 
her  in  the  light  of  a  kerosene  lamp  a  lean,  grizzled  Negro  paced 
up  and  down.  These  two,  as  the  night  turned  into  day,  addressed 
each  other  occasionally  in  monosyllables.  The  third  occupant  of 
the  room,  a  gigantic  Negro  man,  sat  silent,  his  head  in  his  hands, 
a  coon  dog  dozing  at  his  feet. 

As  the  town  clock  struck  five  old  Aunt  Perea  laid  aside  the 
turkey  wing  with  which  she  had  been  fanning  the  embers.  "Done 
turned  towards  day,  Lias,"  she  muttered,  "I  felt  it." 

The  lean  Negro,  with  a  glance  at  their  silent  companion,  went 
to  the  window  and  drew  the  dingy  curtains  aside.  "Hit's  some 
streaks  showing,"  he  said. 

Aunt  Perea  got  up  and  went  over  to  the  table.  She  turned  up 
the  lamp  wick,  then,  reaching  into  a  cupboard,  drew  forth  a  jug. 
"I  aches,"  she  moaned.  "I  got  to  have  a  dram  .  .  .  Lias?" 

She  poured  herself  a  drink,  then  with  one  hand  on  the  jug 
motioned  towards  the  fire. 

Lias  filled  another  glass  and  walked  softly  towards  the  rocking 
chair's  occupant.  "Gunter,"  he  said,  "you  want  a  dram?  Gun- 
ter?" 

The  man  in  the  chair  raised  up.  His  head,  held  rigid  on  its  bull 
neck,  turned  until  his  bloodshot  eyes  looked  full  into  the  other 
Negro's  face.  Without  lowering  his  gaze  he  took  the  glass,  drained 
it  at  a  gulp,  then  slumped  back  in  his  chair. 

In  the  middle  of  the  room  Aunt  Perea  steadied  herself  with  a 
shaking  hand  laid  on  the  table  as  the  door  opened  and  the  little 
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yellow  boy  who  had  been  at  the  jail  house  burst  in.  He  came  in 
the  same  half  crouching,  dog-like  fashion  and  fell  into  the  chair 
at  the  head  of  the  table.  For  a  moment  there  was  no  sound  in  the 
room  except  his  labored  breaths.  Then  Lias  filled  a  glass  and 
walked  towards  him. 

"Is  he  gone,  Eugene?" 

Eugene  sat  up  and  reached  for  the  extended  glass.  "I  heerd 
him  drop,"  he  said  in  an  odd  sing-song.  "I  heerd  him  drop  and  I 
run  around  to  the  jail  house.  They  was  two  white  men  standin' 
on  the  steps.  I  ask  um  if  he's  gone  and  they  say  he  be  dead  in 
five,  six  minutes." 

Aunt  Perea  went  over  and  sat  down  in  her  chair  by  the  hearth. 
She  rocked  back  and  forth  for  several  minutes,  then,  "What'd 
he  sing?"  she  asked  grimly.  "What'd  he  sing  when  he  stepped  up 
on  the  trap?  Tell  me.  I  wants  to  remember  it." 

Eugene  drained  his  glass  and  set  it  on  the  table.  "He  didn't 
sing  nothing,"  he  said. 

There  was  silence,  then  Uncle  Lias,  with  a  glance  at  the  silent 
figure  by  the  hearth,  said  gently,  "Go  on,  boy,  you  better  tell  us 
about  it  now.  Did  they  'low  you  to  go  up  ?  Did  they  'low  you  to 
talk  to  him?"     ' 

"They  'lowed  me  to  go  up,"  the  boy  said  in  the  same  remote 
listless  tone.  "They  'lowed  me  to  stay  thar  in  the  hall  till  'twas 
most  time  for  him  to  go." 

"Who  else  come  ?"  Aunt  Perea  asked  fiercely.  "That  yellow  gal 
from  Memphis,  I  bound  she's  thar." 

"She  come,"  the  boy  said,  "but  he  wouldn't  have  no  talk  with 
her.  Say  he  ain't  got  no  time  to  be  foolin'  with  women." 

The  big  Negro  turned  suddenly  in  his  chair  by  the  fire. 

"What'd  he  say  about  Mamie  ?" 

The  boy  made  his  eyes  meet  the  smoky  brown  ones.  "Say  he 
ain't  got  no  time  to  be  foolin'  with  women,"  he  repeated. 

Aunt  Perea  burst  out  sobbing.  "Mamie !  Kill  my  chile,  cut  'er 
th'oat  en  ain't  even  say  he  sorry  before  he  go  to  meet  Jesus.  Oh, 
my  God !"  She  threw  herself  back  in  her  chair  and  lay,  her  mouth 
half  open,  the  cords  in  her  withered  neck  twitching. 
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Uncle  Lias  half  rose  to  go  to  his  wife,  then  sank  back  as  if 
dazed.  "Ain't  got  no  repentance,55  he  murmured.  "Steal  this  man's 
wife  and  cut  5er  th'oat  for  a  little  yaller  fly-up-the-creek  and  then 
ain't  got  no  repentance!5' 

Eugene  looked  at  the  two  moaning  figures  then  looked  away. 
His  lips  moved.  He  seemed  to  be  talking  to  himself.  "He  sont  fer 
me.  He  sont  fer  me  or  I  wouldn't  a  went  to  that  jail  house.  Me 
and  the  doctor.  We  was  the  onliest  ones.  He  conjured  us  to  come.'5 

The  big  Negro,  Gunter,  had  risen  and  was  walking  towards 
the  boy.  "What'd  he  want  wid  the  doctor?55 

The  boy  shrank  back,  whining.  "He  ask  the  doctor  how  long 
hit  take  a  man  to  die  after  they  done  broke  his  neck.55 

Gunter  paused,  one  foot  still  uplifted.  "And  how  long  do  hit 
take?55  he  asked  softly. 

"Hit  take  six  or  seven  minutes.'5  The  boy  threw  his  hand  up, 
palm  forward.  "Don5t  you  come  no  fu'ther,"  he  cried  shrilly. 
"He  sont  for  me  and  I  gives  you  the  message  but  I  ain5t  tech  you 
and  I  ain't  let  you  tech  me." 

The  big  Negro  stood  still.  "I  takes  the  message,55  he  said  in  the 
same  soft  tone. 

The  boy  heaved  himself  up  in  his  chair,  his  hand  pressed 
against  his  throat  as  if  to  help  the  words  out.  "He  says  that  ar 
posse  wouldn't  never  found  him  if  hadn't  been  fer  you  and  your 
ole  coon  dog.  Say  you  give  that  ole  Ming  one  of  his  shoes  and  he 
tek  that  posse  right  to  the  log  he's  hidin5  in.  He  say  tell  you  and 
that  ole  coon  dog  to  give  him  ten  minutes.  Say  give  him  ten  min- 
utes and  he  be  with  you.55  He  threw  himself  forward  against  the 
table,  his  shoulders  twitching.  "Oh,  my  Jesus,55  he  moaned.  "He 
put  his  hand  through  them  bars  and  laid  it  on  my  arm.55 

The  big  Negro's  eyes  shone  tawny  in  the  light.  His  nostrils 
flared.  He  began  to  pace  up  and  down  the  room,  moving  as  quiet 
as  a  cat  on  his  huge  feet.  From  his  lips  came  soft  murmurings : 
"Me  and  Mamie.  Ma'ied  in  the  springtime  and  ne'er  a  cross  word 
between  us  twel  he  come  on  Big  Bend.  Slep  in  my  bed  and  sop 
out  my  skillet,  then  run  off  with  my  wife.  Run  off  with  my  wife, 
then  cut  5er  th5oat  for  a  little  yaller  fly-up-the-creek.  .  .  ,55  He 
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whirled  sharply  as  slow  footfalls  sounded  down  the  street  and 
stood  with  his  shining  eyes  fixed  on  the  door.  "Ming,"  he  whis- 
pered, "Ming!" 

The  dog  was  on  his  feet  in  an  instant  and  crouched  at  his 
master's  knee.  His  hackles  had  risen  and  low  growls  came  from  his 
throat. 

The  boy,  with  a  groan,  slipped  to  the  floor  and  lay  face  down- 
ward under  the  table.  Uncle  Lias  leaned  forward,  his  hand  cupped 
over  his  ear,  his  wrinkled  face  ashen.  "I  hears  'im,"  he  muttered. 

The  big  Negro's  hand  went  swiftly  inside  his  shirt,  brought  up 
a  black  cord.  His  fingers  played  upon  it  while  his  soft  murmurings 
still  ran  on :  "Ma'ied  in  the  springtime  and  ne'er  a  cross  word 
between  us  twel  he  come  on  Big  Bend.  .  .  ."  He  ceased  abruptly. 
For  a  second  there  was  no  sound  in  the  room  except  the  dog's  low 
whining.  Then  Uncle  Lias  fell  back  limply  against  the  wall.  "Done 
gone  by,"  he  cried.  "Oh,  my  sweet  Saviour!" 

The  big  Negro  stood  without  moving  until  the  footsteps  had 
died  away  down  the  quiet  street.  He  put  up  his  hand  and  wiped 
the  beads  of  sweat  from  his  forehead.  Suddenly  he  smiled  through 
stiff  lips.  "Hit's  more'n  a  mile  to  the  jailhouse." 

Uncle  Lias,  erect  now  against  the  wall,  did  not  answer.  His 
eyes  left  the  man's  form,  travelled  to  the  window  where  the  morn- 
ing light  was  growing.  A  sunbeam  slipped  through  the  dingy 
curtains,  traversed  the  floor  to  fall  on  Eugene's  outstretched  hand. 
Uncle  Lias  leaned  over,  stirred  the  prostrate  form  with  the  toe 
of  his  boot.  "Git  up,  boy.   Git  up  and  sit  at  'at  table." 

Eugene  got  to  his  feet  and  crossed  over  to  the  hearth.  Uncle 
Lias  followed  him.  Arrived  at  the  hearth  he  threw  a  chunk  of 
wood  on  the  fire  and  rearranged  the  back  log.  Beside  Aunt 
Perea's  chair  he  paused,  leaned  over  and  shook  her  by  the  shoul- 
der. "Git  up,"  he  said  in  a  low  voice,  "git  up  and  cook  us  )some 
breakfast." 

The  old  woman  rose  from  her  chair,  took  a  skillet  from  its  hook 
on  the  mantel  and  began  cutting  slices  from  the  side  of  meat  she 
got  out  of  the  cupboard.  The  smell  of  frying  meat  rose  on  the  air, 
mingled  after  a  little  with  the  fragrance  of  boiling  coffee. 
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In  the  middle  of  the  room  the  big  Negro  stood,  seemingly  obliv- 
ious of  the  actions  of  the  other  three.  The  muscles  in  his  arms 
bulged  under  his  shirt  sleeves  as  he  clenched  and  unclenched  his 
hands.  He  threw  his  head  sharply  back.  Words  poured  from  him: 

"Thirty-four  years  old,  sound  as  a  nut.  Ain't  no  man  on  Big 
Bend  can  put  me  on  my  back.  Ain't  no  man  anywhere  on  the 
river.  ..." 

Uncle  Lias  turned  from  the  fire,  a  tin  plate  in  his  hand.  "Gun- 
ter,"  he  said  in  a  pleading  voice,  "Gunter!" 

The  big  Negro's  eyes,  fixed  now  on  the  ceiling,  did  not  waver. 
His  voice  rose  higher  and  higher.  "Ain't  no  man  in  'is  world  can 
do  it.  Ain't  no  man  anywhere.  .  .  ." 

Uncle  Lias'  eyes  went  to  the  window,  vivid  now  with  morning 
light.  He  drew  a  long  breath,  set  the  tin  plate  on  Eugene's  knee. 
"Eat  'at,  boy,"  he  commanded.  The  boy,  never  taking  his  eyes 
from  Gunter,  lifted  the  slice  of  fat  meat  mechanically  to  his 
mouth.  His  jaws  moved  once,  then  opened  wide.  The  bitten  off 
morsel  lay  for  a  second  on  his  tongue,  then  fell  to  the  plate.  Uncle 
Lias,  turning,  followed  the  gaze  of  the  starting  eyes. 

The  dog  lay  flat  on  the  floor,  paws  limp,  head  thrown  back  at 
an  unnaturally  sharp  angle.  As  Uncle  Lias  watched  the  thin  line 
of  red  at  his  throat  widened  and  suddenly  spilled  over  into  blood. 

Uncle  Lias  took  a  step  forward.  "Put  that  razor  down,  Gunter !" 

The  big  Negro  was  straightening  up  to  his  full  height.  His  rapt 
eyes  gazed  over  their  heads.  One  hand  was  thrust  out  as  if  to  ward 
off  approach.  The  other  wove  bright  circles  in  the  smoky  air. 

"Coming!"  he  shouted.  "Coming.  I  gives  you  your  time  and 
you  didn't  get  here.  Now  I'm  coming!" 

The  circling  hand  drew  in,  hovered  a  moment.  Then  the  razor 
dropped  to  the  floor  as  the  man  staggered  and  fell  face  forward 
across  the  table. 

Uncle  Lias  shrank  back  into  the  chimney  corner.  A  woman's 
shrill  cry  rose : 

"Done  gone  to  meet  him!  Oh,  my  baby.  She  can  res'  easy 
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.t  three  o'clock  he  came 
out  on  the  gallery.  His  mother  and  his  aunt  were  at  the  far  end, 
knitting.  He  had  half  an  hour  to  kill  and  he  stood,  leaning  against 
a  post  and  listening  to  their  talk.  They  liked  to  sit  there  in  the 
afternoons  and  gossip  about  all  the  people  who  had  come  to  this 
summer  resort  in  the  last  thirty  years.  The  Holloways — he  was 
the  grandson  of  a  South  Carolina  bishop  and  she  allowed  her 
children  to  go  barefooted  and  never  attended  vesper  services ;  that 
Mrs.  Paty  who  had  had  a  fit  one  day  in  the  post  office ;  the  mys- 
terious boarder  who  came  every  summer  to  the  Robinsons.  They 
knew  them  all.  They  were  talking  now  about  something  that  had 
happened  a  long  time  ago.  A  girl  named  Sally  Mainwaring  had 
climbed  down  a  rope  ladder  to  meet  her  sweetheart  while  her 
father  stood  at  another  window,  shotgun  in  hand.  When  she  got 
to  the  ground  the  lover  had  scuttled  off  into  the  bushes,  "and  so," 
his  aunt  concluded  dramatically,  "she  came  back  into  the  house 
through  the  front  door  and  was  an  old  maid  the  rest  of  her  life." 

"Those  Mainwaring  girls  were  all  fast,"  his  mother  said  re- 
flectively. 

"Not  fast,  Jenny,  wild." 

"High-spirited,"  his  mother  conceded.  "Come  to  think  of  it, 
Sally  Mainwaring  was  the  first  woman  I  ever  saw  ride  astride.  I 
remember.  I  was  about  ten  years  old  and  she  came  by  the  house 
on  a  big  black  horse.  I  thought  about  Queen  Elizabeth  reviewing 
the  troops  at  Banbury." 

"Tilbury,  Jenny.  You  always  get  things  wrong." 

"Tilbury  or  Banbury,"  his  mother  said.  "It's  all  one.  Kate,  dc 
you  throw  over  a  stitch  here  or  just  keep  on  purling  ?" 
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He  had  his  watch  open  in  his  hand  and  now  he  snapped  it  shut 
and  stepped  off  the  gallery  onto  the  ground.  His  mother  looked  up 
quickly.  "Aren't  you  going  to  play  tennis  this  afternoon,  Jimmy?" 

"No,"  he  said.  "I  thought  I'd  just  take  a  turn  in  the  woods," 
and  he  was  gone  up  the  path  before  she  could  speak  again. 

The  path  took  him  quickly  into  the  woods.  The  mountain 
arched  up  its  western  brow  here  and  it  was  all  wooded,  but  the 
cottage — the  cottage  to  which  his  family  had  come  every  summer 
since  he  was  born — was  on  an  open  slope  facing  north.  When  you 
stood  on  the  gallery  and  looked  out,  you  had  the  roofs  of  all  those 
little  white  houses  spread  below  you.  He  halted  once  impercepti- 
bly and  glanced  back.  They  always  looked  just  alike,  those  houses. 
He  wondered  how  his  mother  and  his  aunt  could  sit  there  every 
afternoon  talking  about  the  people  who  lived  in  them. 

He  took  his  watch  out  again.  "Meet  me  at  half  past  three," 
Evelyn  had  said.  It  was  only  ten  minutes  past  now.  He  didn't 
want  to  get  there  first  and  just  stand  waiting.  He  slowed  his  pace. 
This  part  of  the  woods  he  was  in  now  was  full  of  black  gums.  The 
ground  under  his  feet  was  red  with  the  brilliant,  fallen  leaves. 
"Spectacular,"  his  aunt  called  it.  He  had  come  here  yesterday  on 
a  duty  walk  with  her  and  with  his  mother.  His  aunt  kept  com- 
menting on  the  colors  of  the  leaves,  and  every  now  and  then  she 
would  make  him  pick  one  up  for  her.  "The  entrance  to  the  woods 
is  positively  spectacular,"  she  told  everybody  when  she  got  home. 

All  the  time  he  had  been  wondering  when  Evelyn  would  get 
there.  And  then  this  morning  her  letter  had  come.  "...  We're 
leaving  Friday  morning.  I've  got  to  get  up  in  a  minute  and  start 
packing.  .  .  ." 

He  said  over  to  himself  the  part  about  the  train.  "I'm  telling 
you  which  one  it  is,  but  don't  come  to  meet  it.  Don't  even  come 
to  the  house — first.  I'll  meet  you  at  our  tree.  I  can  be  there  by 
half  past  .  .  ." 

He  came  to  a  log  and,  standing  flat-footed,  jumped  over  it. 
When  he  landed  on  the  other  side  he  broke  into  a  run,  hands  held 
chest  high,  feet  beating  the  ground  in  a  heavy  rhythm,  the  kind 
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of  stride  you  used  in  track.  He  ran  four  or  five  hundred  yards  then 
stopped,  grinning  and  looking  about  him  as  if  there  might  have 
been  somebody  there  to  see. 

Another  five  hundred  yards  carried  him  to  the  tree.  Evelyn  was 
already  there,  walking  up  and  down,  her  hands  in  the  pockets  of 
her  brown  sweater.  She  heard  him,  turned  and  came  running,  so 
fast  that  they  bumped  in>to  each  other.  She  recoiled  but  he  caught 
her  to  him  and  held  her  awkwardly  until  he  had  pressed  his  mouth 
on  hers.  Her  lips,  parting  beneath  his,  felt  firm  and  cool,  not  warm 
and  soft  as  they  had  been  when  they  kissed  good-by  in  June  under 
this  same  tree. 

His  arm  was  still  about  her,  but  she  was  pulling  away  to  look 
up  into  his  face.  "Dimmy !"  she  said. 

They  both  laughed  because  that  was  what  his  aunt  called  him 
sometimes  and  it  made  him  mad.  Then  they  drew  apart  and 
started  walking  down  the  road.  Her  brown  hair  was  long,  now, 
and  done  up  in  a  knot,  and  she  had  on  Girl  Scout  shoes  and  bright 
red  socks  and  she  kept  scuffling  the  leaves  up  as  she  went.  He 
walked  beside  her,  his  hands  in  his  pockets.  Now  that  he  didn't 
have  his  arms  around  her  he  felt  awkward.  That  was  because  she 
was  silent,  like  the  picture  he  had  at  home  on  his  dresser,  not 
laughing  and  talking  or  turning  her  head  the  way  she  really  did. 

She  looked  up  at  him,  sidewise.  "It's  different,  isn't  it?"  she 
said. 

His  impulse  was  to  stop  short  but  he  made  himself  walk  on.  He 
spoke  and  was  surprised  to  find  his  voice  so  deep.  "Why  is  it  dif- 
ferent, Evelyn?" 

Color  burned  in  her  smooth  cheek.  She  fixed  bright,  shy  eyes 
on  his.  "Silly!'3  she  said. 

He  thought  that  he  must  have  sounded  silly.  Still  she  didn't 
have  any  business  to  say  what  she  had.  His  face  hardened.  "Why 
is  it  different  ?"  he  persisted  in  the  same  controlled  voice. 

She  jumped  up,  high  enough  to  snatch  a  wine-colored  leaf  from 
the  bough  over  her  head.  "Everything  was  green,  then,"  she  said. 
"Last  time  we  were  here  the  woods  were  just  turning  green." 
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He  remembered  the  June  woods.  His  face,  which  some  people 
thought  too  heavy,  lightened.  "I  know  a  place  where  it's  still 
green,"  he  said.  "I  was  there«the  other  day.  There's  some  yellow 
leaves  but  it's  mostly  green.  Like  summer." 

"Come  on,"  she  said  and  caught  his  extended  hand.  They  raced 
down  the  road,  scattering  the  brilliant  leaves  from  under  their 
feet.  After  a  little  they  came  out  on  the  brow  of  the  mountain. 
There  was  no  red  carpet  there.  What  trees  could  be  seen,  stunted 
hackberries  mostly,  grew  in  crevices  of  the  rock.  They  went  for- 
ward and  stood  on  the  great  ledge  that  was  called  Sunset  Point. 
Below  them  the  valley  shimmered  in  autumn  haze.  They  could 
see  the  Murfreesboro  road  cutting  its  way  through  fields  of  russet 
sedge,  or  suddenly  white  against  a  patch  of  winter  oats.  They 
watched  a  black  car  spin  along  past  the  field  and  disappear  into 
the  tunnel  of  woods  that  marked  the  base  of  the  mountain.  Sud- 
denly she  stretched  her  arms  out  and  tilted  her  head  back  so  that 
she  was  looking  straight  into  the  sky.  "The  sky's  on  fire,"  she  cried 
and  laughed  out  loud  like  a  child. 

He  touched  her  arm.  "Let's  go  down  there,"  he  said  and  pointed 
to  the  road  which  wound  along  the  side  of  the  ledge. 

They  stepped  over  the  drift  of  dead  leaves  which  choked  the 
entrance  and  started  down.  The  road  slanted  steeply  along  the 
mountainside.  The  boughs  of  the  trees  met  over  it  in  some  places. 
Frail  grass  grew  in  the  ruts  and  there  were  ferns  along  the  edge. 
What  sun  got  through  lay  in  bright  coins  on  the  frail  grass  and 
the  ferns.  The  air  was  cool,  not  with  autumn  chill  but  with  the 
coolness  of  the  deep  shade. 

The  rock  they  sat  down  on  was  tufted  with  moss.  She  laid  her 
hand  on  it,  fingers  outspread  and  curving  downward.  "Look,"  she 
said,  "every  one's  like  a  little  pine  tree." 

"Sometimes  they  have  little  flowers  on  them,"  he  said. 

He  watched  the  slim,  tanned  fingers  sink  deeper  among  the 
little  green  sprays.  "I  thought  you  might  not  come  today,"  he  said. 
"I  heard  the  train  and  I  thought  maybe  you  didn't  come." 
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"We  almost  didn't,"  she  said.  "Mother  got  a  telegram  at  the 
last  minute." 

"Who  from?" 

"Aunt  Sally  Mainwaring.  She's  always  coming  to  see  us." 

"Is  that  the  old  lady  that  stays  at  the  Porters'  ?" 

She  nodded  indifferently.  "She's  awful  crabby." 

"I  heard  mother  and  my  aunt  talking  about  her.  They  said  she 
climbed  out  of  a  window  to  elope." 

She  nodded  again.  "But  he  was  gone  when  she  got  down  there, 
so  she  was  an  old  maid.  That's  what  makes  her  so  crabby." 

They  both  laughed.  Off  in  the  woods  a  bird  called,  an  unbear- 
ably sweet  note  that  seemed  to  belong  to  summer  rather  than 
autumn.  She  was  looking  at  the  road  where  it  disappeared  around 
a  great  boulder  whose  base  was  thick  with  ferns.  "Where  does  it 
go?" 

"To  Cowan.  They  call  it  the  old  Confederate  road.  My  grand- 
father came  along  here  once." 

"What  for?" 

"I  don't  know,"  he  answered  vaguely.  "He  said  it  was  a  night 
attack." 

She  had  got  up  and  was  moving  over  to  the  place  where  the 
ferns  grew  most  luxuriantly.  She  stood  and  looked  down  at  them. 
"Just  like  summer,"  she  said.  "It's  just  like  summer  in  here,  isn't 
it,  Jimmy?" 

"Yes,  it  is,"  he  said. 

She  walked  on.  He  followed  her  around  the  comer  of  the  great 
boulder.  "Have  you  been  playing  much  tennis?"  she  asked. 

"There  wasn't  anything  else  to  do,"  he  said. 

"How's  your  backhand  ?" 

"Pretty  good.  There  was  a  new  fellow  here  this  summer  could 
beat  me  two  out  of  three." 

"That  Jerrold  boy  from  Atlanta?" 

"How'd  you  know  about  him?" 

"Pinky  Thomas  wrote  me." 

He  was  silent.  He  had  not  known  that  she  corresponded  with 
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Pinky  Thomas.  "I  don't  reckon  I'll  be  playing  so  much  tennis 
from  now  on,"  he  said  at  length. 

She  made  no  comment.  He  leaned  down  and  pulled  some  beg- 
gar's lice  from  his  trouser  leg.  "I  don't  reckon  I'll  be  up  here 
much  next  summer.  Not  more'n  two  weeks  anyhow.  You  lay  off 
all  summer  and  it  shows  on  you  all  right.  But  I  don't  reckon  that 
makes  much  difference." 

"Why  won't  you  be  up  here  next  summer  ?"  she  asked  in  a  low 
voice. 

"Dad  wants  me  to  go  in  his  office,"  he  said.  "I  reckon  I  better 
start.  I  suppose — I  suppose  if  you're  ever  going  to  make  a  living 
you  better  get  started  at  it." 

She  did  not  answer,  then  suddenly  she  stepped  up  on  the  edge 
of  the  rock.  He  jumped  up  beside  her.  "Evelyn,"  he  said,  "would 
you  marry  me?" 

She  was  looking  off  through  the  woods.  "They  wouldn't  let 
us,"  she  said;  "we're  too  young." 

"I  know,"  he  said,  "but  if  I  go  in  dad's  office.  I  mean  .  .  . 
pretty  soon  I'd  get  a  raise.  I  mean  .  .  .  you  would,  wouldn't 
you?" 

She  turned  her  head.  Their  eyes  met.  Hers  were  a  light,  clear 
brown  like  the  leaves  that  lie  sometimes  in  the  bed  of  a  brook. 
"I'm  perfectly  crazy  about  you,"  she  said. 

He  lifted  her  in  his  arms  and  jumped  from  the  rock.  They  sank 
down  in  the  bed  of  ferns.  When  he  kissed  her  she  kissed  him  back. 
She  put  her  arms  around  his  neck  and  laid  her  cheek  against  his, 
but  when  he  slipped  his  hand  inside  the  V  of  her  sweater  to  curve 
it  into  the  soft  hollow  under  her  arm  she  drew  away.  "Don't,"  she 
said,  "please,  Jimmy." 

"I  won't,"  he  said. 

She  let  him  kiss  her  again,  then  she  got  to  her  knees.  He  sat  up 
straight  beside  her  and  caught  her  hand  and  held  it  tight.  Her 
hand  fluttered  in  his  then  broke  away.  "It's  still  in  here,"  she  said. 
"No,  it  isn't,  either.  I  hear  running  water." 
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"It's  the  falls,"  he  said.  "Bridal  Veil  Falls  is  round  the  corner 
of  that  big  ledge." 

"I  never  have  seen  it,"  she  said. 

"It's  not  very  pretty  around  there,"  he  said. 

She  was  laughing  and  her  eyes  had  more  than  ever  that  look 
of  leaves  in  a  running  brook.  "I  bet  it's  prettier  than  it  is  here," 
she  said. 

He  stood  up,  straightened  his  tie  and  passed  a  hand  over  his 
hair  then  stretched  a  hand  out  to  her.  She  jumped  up  beside  him 
lightly.  "It's  this  way,"  he  said  and  struck  off  on  a  path  through 
the  ferns.  She  followed  close.  Sometimes  they  could  walk  side  by 
side.  Sometimes  when  he  had  to  go  in  front  he  put  his  hand  back 
and  she  held  on  to  it. 

He  stopped  abruptly  beside  a  big  sycamore.  She  was  walking 
fast  and  ran  into  him.  He  embraced  her  and  kissed  her,  hard. 
"You're  so  sweet,"  he  whispered. 

She  said  again,  "I'm  crazy  about  you,"  and  then  she  pulled 
away  to  look  up  at  him.  "Don't  you — don't  you  like  doing  things 
together,  Jimmy?" 

"Some  things,"  he  said  and  they  laughed  and  after  that  stepped 
side  by  side  for  a  while. 

They  came  out  of  the  hollow  and  were  on  the  brow  of  the 
mountain  again.  In  front  of  them  was  a  series  of  limestone  ledges 
that  came  down  one  after  another  like  steps.  Gushing  out  from 
one  of  them,  filling  the  whole  air  with  the  sound  of  its  rushing, 
was  the  white  waterfall  they  called  the  Bridal  Veil. 

She  drew  her  breath  in  sharply.  "I  never  was  here  before,"  she 
cried. 

He  led  her  past  one  of  the  great  boulders  which  were  all  about 
them.  They  set  their  feet  on  the  ledge  from  which  the  water 
sprang. 

"Look,"  he  said,  "you  can  see  where  it  comes  out."  She  leaned 
forward  in  the  curve  of  his  arm.  The  water  came  down  out  of  a 
fissure  in  the  highest  ledge.  It  was  pure  and  colorless  at  first,  but  it 
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whitened  as  it  struck  the  first  rock  step.  She  leaned  farther  for- 
ward, still  with  his  arm  curving  about  her.  Far  below  were  a  few 
pools  of  still  water,  fringed  with  ferns,  but  most  of  the  water  kept 
white  with  its  dashing  from  ledge  to  ledge.  She  turned  quickly, 
and  he  felt  the  cold  drops  of  moisture  as  her  cheek  brushed  his. 
"It's  like  a  bridal  veil,"  she  said. 

He  was  eyeing  the  great  shelf  that  made  the  first  falls.  "There's 
a  place  in  there  where  you  can  stand  and  be  dry  as  a  bone^"  he 
said. 

"Have  you  been  there?" 

He  nodded.  "Bill  Thompson  and  I  climbed  through  once.  Long 
time  ago.  We  must  have  been  about  ten  years  old." 

She  was  still  turned  away  from  the  water,  facing  him.  Her  eyes 
brightened.  "Would  you  do  it  again  ?"  she  asked. 

He  hesitated,  conscious  of  his  body  that  seemed  now  to  belong 
more  to  the  ground  than  it  had  eight  years  ago.  "I  reckon  I  could 
if  I  had  to,"  he  said. 

Her  ringers  closed  on  his  arm.  "Let's  do  it  now." 

He  stared  at  her.  "Are  you  crazy  ?"  he  asked. 

She  did  not  answer.  Her  face  was  bent  down.  He  could  see 
that  her  eyes  were  traveling  along  the  main  ledge.  "How  did  you 
go  ?"  she  asked. 

He  pointed  to  a  round  rock  that  rose  in  the  middle  of  the  shelf. 
"We  climbed  up  over  that  and  then  when  you  get  back  in  there 
it's  like  a  little  path." 

Her  fingers  were  softly  opening  and  closing  on  his  arm.  She 
reached  up  suddenly  and  gave  his  cheek  a  feather-light  touch.  "I 
like  doing  things  together,"  she  said. 

He  was  looking  at  her  steadily.  The  color  had  risen  in  his  cheeks. 
Suddenly  he  bent  and  began  untying  her  shoe-laces.  "You'll  have 
to  take  these  off  if  you're  going  along  there,"  he  said. 

She  stood  on  one  foot  and  drew  off,  one  after  another,  shoes 
and  socks.  He  took  his  own  shoes  off  and  tied  them  around  his 


238  The  Forest  of  the  South 

neck,  then  slung  hers  around,  too.  "You're  the  doctor,"  he  said. 
"Come  on." 

They  climbed  to  the  top  of  the  round  rock.  He  jumped  down, 
then  stood  braced  while  she  jumped  beside  him.  They  stood  there 
and  looked  down  the  great  black  staircase.  She  squeezed  his  arm 
and  then  she  leaned  out  a  little  way  over  the  ledge.  "Look  how 
the  ferns  follow  the  water  all  the  way  down,"  she  said. 

"Don't  try  to  see  too  much,"  he  told  her  and  made  her 
straighten  up.  They  stepped  carefully  along  the  ledge  over  the 
place  that  he  had  said  was  like  a  little  path.  The  falls  were  not 
three  feet  away,  now.  He  could  feel  the  cold  spray  on  his  cheek, 
could  see  the  place  under  the  water  where  you  could  stand  and 
be  dry.  "Gome  on,"  he  said.  "One  more  rock  to  get  around." 

The  second  rock  did  not  jut  out  as  far  as  the  other,  but  the  rock 
under  their  feet  was  wet  and  a  little  slippery  in  places.  He  thought 
he  would  go  first  and  then  he  decided  he  could  help  her  better 
from  his  side.  "Go  easy,"  he  said. 

She  stepped  lightly  past  him.  He  saw  her  foot  go  out  and  her 
body  swing  around  the  rock  and  then — he  never  knew.  She  might 
have  slipped  or  she  might  have  got  scared,  but  her  foot  went 
down,  sickeningly,  and  she  was  falling  backward  from  the  rock. 
He  clutched  at  her  and  touched  only  the  smooth  top  of  her  head. 
Her  face  was  before  him,  thrown  sharply  backward,  white,  with 
staring  eyes — and  then  he  had  to  lean  out  to  see,  lying  far  below 
among  the  ferns — the  brown  heap. 

He  got  down  there — he  never  could  tell  them  afterward  what 
way  he  took — but  he  got  down  there,  slipping,  sliding,  over  the 
wet  rocks.  She  was  lying  by  one  of  those  little  pools  on  her  back, 
her  brown  hair  tangled  in  the  ferns.  He  knelt  beside  her.  "Evelyn," 
he  said,  "are  you  hurt  ?  Are  you  hurt  very  bad  ?"  Her  eyes  were 
open  but  she  did  not  answer  except  for  a  moan.  He  bent  over 
farther,  put  his  hand  on  her  shoulder.  "Could  you  stand  up?" 
he  asked.  "Oh,  darling,  couldn't  you  just  stand  up  ?"  The  moan- 
ing sound  went  on  and  now  he  knew  that  she  did  not  see  him  and 
he  started  up,  his  hands  swinging  at  his  sides.  Then  he  knelt  down 
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again  and  tried  to  lift  her  up.  She  screamed  twice  horribly.  He 
laid  her  back.  The  screaming  had  stopped.  He  could  hear  the 
water  rushing  down  onto  the  rocks.  He  passed  his  hand  over  his 
trembling  lips.  "I  got  to  get  some  help,"  he  said. 

He  said  that  but  he  took  another  step  toward  her  before  he 
turned  away.  His  hands,  still  hanging  at  his  sides,  danced  as 
though  he  were  controlling  invisible  marionettes.  He  stared  at  the 
gray  mountain  ledge.  "I  reckon  this  is  the  way,"  he  said  and 
started  upward,  stumbling  over  the  wet  rocks. 

Fifteen  minutes  later  he  came  up  over  the  top  of  the  ledge 
onto  the  western  brow.  One  of  his  trouser  legs  was  torn  off  and 
blood  showed  through  the  fluttering  rags  of  his  shirt.  He  stood  on 
the  ledge  and  put  his  hand  up  and  wiped  the  sweat  from  his 
forehead  and  shut  his  eyes  for  a  second.  Then  he  plunged  into 
the  underbrush.  A  few  more  minutes  and  he  came  out  onto  the 
woods  road.  He  ran  slower  now,  lurching  sometimes  from  side  to 
side,  but  he  ran  on.  He  ran  and  the  brilliant,  the  wine-colored 
leaves  crackled  and  broke  under  his  feet.  His  mouth,  a  taut  square, 
drew  in,  released  whining  breaths.  His  starting  eyes  fixed  the 
ground,  but  he  did  not  see  the  leaves  that  he  ran  over.  He  saw 
only  the  white  houses  that  no  matter  how  fast  he  ran  kept  always 
just  ahead  of  him.  If  he  did  not  hurry  they  would  slide  off  the 
hill,  slide  off  and  leave  him  running  forever  through  these  woods, 
over  these  dead  leaves. 
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l^iLY  third  cousin,  Roger 
Tredwell,  is  the  president  of  the  First  National  Bank  in  our  town, 
Fuqua,  Kentucky.  He  is  also  president  of  the  Chamber  of  Com- 
merce and  permanent  treasurer  of  the  Community  Chest  and 
chairman  of  the  board  of  directors  of  the  hospital.  People  say 
that  if  you  want  anything  done  for  the  community  you  turn  it 
over  to  the  busiest  man  in  town.  I  imagine  Roger  serves  on  a  lot 
of  other  committees  I  never  even  heard  of.  I  don't  belong  to  any 
more  organizations  than  I  can  help,  but,  after  all,  my  family  has 
lived  here  ever  since  there  was  a  town  and  there  are  some  things 
you  can't  get  out  of.  I  won't  have  anything  to  do  with  Kiwanis 
or  Rotary  but  I  serve  on  the  women's  auxiliary  to  the  hospital 
and  I'm  a  member  of  the  Y.W.C.A.  board  and  chairman  of  the 
board  of  the  Florence  Crittenden  Home.  Some  people  think  they 
ought  to  have  a  married  woman  for  that  and  I  always  say  that 
anybody  that  wants  the  job  can  have  it  but  I  notice  nobody  ever 
takes  me  up  on  it. 

Nowadays  if  as  many  as  six  women — or  men — form  an  organ- 
ization they  have  got  to  have  a  dinner  at  least  once  a  year.  Minnie 
Mayhew,  who  runs  the  Woman's  Club,  caters  for  ours  and  always 
serves  green  peas,  no  matter  what  time  of  year  it  is.  I  often  sit 
next  to  Roger  at  these  dinners.  He  is  the  most  prominent  man  in 
town  and,  after  all,  I  am  a  Fuqua — have  been  one  for  forty-two 
years.  There  are  some  of  my  stocks  never  came  back  after  the 
depression ;  I  always  wear  the  same  dress  to  these  dinners :  a  black 
crepe  de  chine,  with  narrow  white  piping  on  neck  and  sleeves.  It 
was  a  good  dress  when  I  bought  it  and  it  still  fits  perfectly  but  I 
never  looked  well  in  black.  Roger's  wife  says  she  is  sure  he  wears 
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out  more  white  shirts  and  black  ties  than  any  man  in  town.  He 
has  taken  on  weight  since  he  got  middle-aged,  and  the  Tredwells 
turn  bald  early.  When  a  man  gets  those  little  red  veins  in  his 
cheeks  and  his  neck  gets  thick,  so  that  it  spreads  out  over  his 
collar,  there  is  something  about  a  dinner  jacket  that  makes  him 
look  like 'a  carp.  Or,  as  my  father  used  to  say,  a  grinnell.  He  was 
quite  a  learned  man  but  always  preferred  to  use  the  local  name 
for  a  thing  instead  of  the  one  you  get  out  of  the  encyclopedia. 

When  I  was  thirteen  years  old  my  father  got  tired  of  living  in 
town  and  moved  back  to  the  old  Fuqua  homestead  on  the  Mercers- 
ville  pike.  The  Government  set  fire  to  the  house  the  other  day, 
after  it  bought  a  hundred  and  thirty  thousand  acres  of  land  on  the 
Mercersville  pike  for  an  army  camp.  But  in  those  days  it  was 
still  standing.  Rather  a  handsome  old  brick  house,  set  back  from 
the  road  in  a  grove  of  silver  poplars.  When  we  went  there  to  live 
tenants  had  been  farming  the  place  for  twenty  years.  The  yard 
was  grown  up  in  dog  fennel  as  high  as  your  waist  and  silver  pop- 
lars had  sprung  up  everywhere.  They  are  like  banyan  trees ;  you 
have  one  poplar  and  a  hundred  shoots  will  spring  up  around  it. 
The  underside  of  the  poplar  leaf  is  white,  like  cotton,  and  shines. 
In  the  least  little  breeze  all  those  leaves  will  turn  and  show  their 
undersides.  It's  easy  to  see  why  you  call  them  "silver  poplars." 

A  perfect  thicket  of  silver  poplars  had  come  up  right  back  of 
the  house  but  in  amongst  them  were  trees  that  had  been  grown 
when  my  father  was  a  boy.  There  was  one  big  tree  that  we  chil- 
dren called  "ours."  It  had  four  branches  sticking  up  like  the 
fingers  on  a  hand,  and  one  stout  branch  that  had  been  half  lopped 
off  was  the  thumb.  Each  of  us  Fuquas  claimed  a  finger  for  our 
special  seat ;  Roger  Tredwell,  who  was  fifteen  years  old  then  and 
used  to  come  out  from  town  and  spend  every  weekend  with  us, 
claimed  the  thumb. 

The  boys  got  hold  of  some  old  planks  and  built  a  platform  high 
up  in  the  branches  of  that  tree.  Then  they  made  walls  to  it  and  we 
called  it  our  "tree-house."  We  used  to  haul  up  "supplies"  in  a 
bucket  tied  onto  a  rope.  Joe — he  was  eight  years  old — was  the  one 
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that  had  to  sneak  ginger  cakes  and  cold  biscuits  and  ham  away 
from  the  cook  to  put  in  the  bucket.  The  older  boys,  Tom  and  Ed, 
did  most  of  the  carpentering  for  the  house  but  it  was  Roger's  idea. 
He  got  tired  of  it,  though,  as  soon  as  it  was  finished  and  never 
wanted  to  just  play  in  it  but  was  always  adding  something.  Like 
the  pulleys  that  went  from  that  tree  to  a  big  maple.  There  were 
four  wires  stretched  tight,  and  five  things  that  looked  like  saddles 
slipped  along  on  them,  pads  made  out  of  tow  sacks.  You  were 
supposed  to  hold  onto  them  and  swing  over  to  the  sugar  tree.  But 
the  wires  were  stretched  too  tight  or  something  and  the  whole 
thing  broke  the  first  time  we  tried  it. 

Roger  was  never  disappointed  or  upset  when  anything  like  that 
happened  but  just  went  on  to  some  other  idea  he  had  had  in  the 
back  of  his  mind  all  the  time.  I  don't  believe  he  came  out  a  single 
time  that  year  that  he  didn't  have  some  perfectly  splendid  idea, 
like  nailing  tobacco  sticks  onto  mallets  and  playing  croquet  from 
horseback — I  couldn't  help  laughing  the  first  time  I  saw  a  polo 
game,  thinking  about  me  up  on  Old  Eagle,  trying  to  send  the  blue 
ball  through  the  wicket! 

Tom  was  fifteen  that  summer  and  Roger  was  almost  sixteen, 
that  tall,  lean  kind  of  boy ;  it  was  hard  to  imagine  that  he  could 
ever  get  fat.  They  never  paid  much  attention  to  me  unless  they 
needed  me,  for  something  like  starter  in  the  chariot  races  or,  when 
we  were  younger,  to  help  make  up  Robin  Hood's  band.  Roger 
was  always  Robin,  of  course,  and  Tom  was  Little  John.  I  had  to 
be  Allan-a-Dale.  I  remember  their  telling  me  he  was  the  only 
one  of  the  band  that  knew  how  to  write  his  name.  I  had  to  be 
Chingachgook,  too.  I  forget  what  excuse  they  gave  for  foisting 
him  off  on  me. 

But  unless  they  needed  me  real  bad  they  didn't  want  me  along 
and  when  they  started  out  for  the  stable  would  pretend  they 
were  going  to  see  a  man  about  a  dog  or  even  that  some  animal 
was  being  bred  out  in  the  stable  lot,  to  keep  me  in  the  house. 
Every  Friday  night  before  I  went  to  sleep  I  used  to  make  up  my 
mind  that  I  wouldn't  have  anything  to  do  with  them,  but  when 
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Saturday  morning  came  I'd  get  out  and  follow  them,  far  enough 
behind  so  that  they  wouldn't  notice,  pretending  I  was  playing 
something  by  myself.  Do  you  remember  that  when  you  were  a 
child  there  were  some  people  you  couldn't  stay  away  from  be- 
cause it  seemed  like  there  wasn't  any  use  in  being  anywhere  else  ? 
I  went  off  to  school  when  I  was  sixteen,  to  Bardstown  Academy, 
where  Mama  went.  Roger  went  to  Webb.  He  asked  me  for  a 
date  the  first  night  he  got  home.  It  was  a  lawn  party  at  the 
Harpers'.  Mrs.  Harper  was  the  kind  that  like  to  play  charades  and 
was  always  asking  the  young  people  why  they  didn't  get  up  a 
play.  That  night  they  had  Japanese  lanterns  strung  between  the 
trees,  and  in  the  back  yard  Eleanor  Harper  was  a  witch,  telling1 
fortunes  in  a  little  hut  made  all  of  green  boughs.  But  there  weren't 
very  many  young  people  there.  For  some  reason  they  didn't  much 
like  to  go  to  the  Harpers'.  Maybe  they  were  afraid  Mrs.  Harper 
would  make  them  get  up  and  dance  the  Virginia  reel.  I  had  on 
a  blue  dress  that  had  white  eyelets  worked  in  the  ruffles  arid  I 
had  had  a  big  fuss  with  Mama  before  I  left  home.  She  thought 
that  I  ought  to  get  in  by  eleven  o'clock  at  the  latest.  But  we  got 
home  by  ten-thirty.  Roger  was  the  one  who  suggested  going,  said 
he  didn't  like  peach  ice  cream  and  we  could  stop  by  Shorty  Ray- 
mond's and  get  a  sandwich  and  a  Coke  on  the  way  home.  I  knew 
I  ought  not  to  go  inside  a  place  like  Shorty  Raymond's  at  that 
time  of  night,  but  the  Negro  boy  brought  a  tray  out  and  we  had 
a  sandwich  apiece  and  Roger  had  a  Coke  and  I  had  an  orangeade. 

The  next  night  Esther  Morrison  had  a  party  for  a  girl  that 
was  visiting  her  from  Paducah.  ...  I  was  never  specially  pretty 
when  I  was  young,  but  there  were  two  or  three  men  wanted  to 
marry  me.  I  see  them  around  town  now,  and  I  can't  say  I  ever 
passed  one  of  them  on  the  street  and  felt  I'd  made  a  mistake  when 
I  didn't  take  him.  .  .  .  Mamie  Tredwell — Mamie  Reynolds  she 
was  when  she  came  to  visit  Esther — was  a  heap  prettier  at  seven- 
teen than  she  is  at  forty-three.  She  had  the  prettiest  skin  I  ever 
saw  on  anybody  except  a  baby,  and  that  soft,  brown  hair  that 


244  The  Forest  of  the  South 

has  a  natural  wave  in  it  and  can't  fall  any  way  that  isn't  graceful. 
But  her  eyes  were  always  too  wide  apart  and  had  that  tiresome 
look  in  them,  and  she  had  that  habit  then  that  she  has  now  of 
starting  out  to  tell  you  something  and  taking  in  the  whole  uni- 
verse. I  have  to  go  to  dinner  there  once  or  twice  a  year  and  I 
always  dread  it.  The  other  night  I  was  there  and  she  was  telling 
me  about  old  Mr.  Wainwright  falling  off  the  roof  when  he  was 
trying  to  fix  his  gutter  and  she  got  off  on  the  guttering  that  new 
tinsmith  did  for  them — it  wasn't  satisfactory  and  they  had  to 
have  Roberts  and  Maxwell  rip  it  all  off  and  put  it  up  again. 
"What  was  I  saying?"  she  asked  me  when  she  got  to  how  much 
it  cost  them ;  money's  one  thing  that'll  always  bring  her  up  short. 
"I  don't  know,"  I  said,  "but  I've  already  heard  what  Mr.  Wain- 
wright said  when  he  hit  the  ground:  'Ain't  it  just  my  luck?  To 
fall  off  the  roof  and  not  break  but  one  leg  V  "  He's  a  happy  old 
soul.  I  always  liked  him. 

Mama  will  be  eighty-three  this  March.  She's  not  as  independ- 
ent as  she  was  a  few  years  ago.  Breaking  her  hip  seemed  to  take 
all  the  spirit  out  of  her.  She  wants  to  be  read  to  a  lot  and  she's 
crazy  to  know  everything  that's  going  on.  I  went  to  the  post  office 
the  other  day  and  when  I  got  back  I  told  her  that  I  hadn't  passed 
a  soul  but  three  boys  shooting  craps,  and  didn't  talk  to  anybody 
but  a  bull-frog  that  was  sitting  in  a  puddle,  and  all  he  had  to  say 
was  that  things  had  come  to  a  pretty  pass.  .  .  .  Mama  says  that  I 
don't  take  after  her  people,  that  I'm  all  Fuqua. 

They  say  a  person  ought  to  have  a  hobby.  I  always  thought 
that  was  all  foolishness,  until  last  fall,  when  my  niece,  Cora,  came 
to  visit  and  left  that  mushroom  book  behind.  It  cost  twenty 
dollars — and  no  wonder.  The  illustrations  are  something  to  look 
at,  in  beautiful  colors,  and  some  of  the  mushrooms  have  the  most 
extraordinary  shapes.  Like  one  that's  called  a  Bear's  Head  Mush- 
room that  grows  out  of  the  trunk  of  a  tree  and  has  white,  spiny 
hairs  that  look  like  a  polar  bear's  fur  hanging  down,  and  inside 
is  all  white  and  soft,  like  marshmallow.  I  started  hunting  for  that 
one  first  because  Cora  told  me  it  was  good  to  eat. 
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The  folks  in  town  all  say  that  I'm  going  to  poison  myself,  of 
course,  but  I  don't  pay  any  attention.  In  our  climate  there's  some 
mushroom  that  you  can  hunt  almost  every  day  of  the  year.  But, 
of  course,  when  the  earth  gets  steamy  and  hot  in  the  spring  is 
the  best  time.  I  start  in  April — you  can  find  the  sponge  mush- 
room then — and  go  every  day  I  can  get  a  little  Negro  girl  to  sit 
with  Mama. 

Yesterday  I  was  out  in  the  Hickman  woods,  about  three  miles 
from  town.  There  is  a  swampy  place  in  those  woods  where  things 
come  out  earlier  than  anywhere  else.  The  honeysuckle  vines  go 
up  to  the  tops  of  the  trees.  Sometimes  a  vine  will  climb  out  to  the 
end  of  a  limb  and  then  hang  down  in  a  great  spray.  I  had  to  push 
a  lot  of  those  sprays  aside  before  I  got  in  there.  But  I  was  glad  I 
went.  On  a  mound  of  earth,  in  that  black,  swampy  water,  a  tame 
pear  tree  was  in  bloom.  An  apple  tree  will  bend  to  one  side  or  fall 
if  you  don't  prop  it  up,  and  peach  trees  don't  care  which  way 
their  boughs  go,  but  pear  branches  rise  up  like  wands.  Most  of 
the  blossoms  hadn't  unfolded  yet ;  the  petals  looked  like  sea  shells. 
I  stood  under  the  tree  and  watched  all  those  festoons  of  little 
shells  floating  up  over  my  head,  up,  up,  up  into  the  bluest  sky 
I've  ever  seen,  and  wished  that  I  didn't  have  to  go  home.  Mama's 
room  always  smells  of  camphor.  You  notice  it  after  you've  been 
out  in  the  fresh  air. 
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